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chapter one 


Disclaimer: The story is not true and no malice or impeachment was intended. 


Note: BIGGEST AND VERY SPECIAL THANXX to Claudia for actually taking her time fo proof-read this for me! F 
anything doesn't read all that smoothly, thats only because | had the nerve to neglect some of her 


recommendations.. so blame me and only me! 


Note 2: This is a long one. | wouldn't say that its completely boring - | rather lke this one. But it unwinds pretty 
slowly - unhurriedly, you know? - so you have to be in a certain mood fo read this all Also, youll have to read it 


fo the very end fo find any wings in it at all 


Note 3: /m aware that Tommy's band and CoF played different Ozzfest, two years apart, but | dont think | care. 
Devon Meade is an actual Alice Cooper back-up singer and as such shouldn't be considered either an OC or a Mary 


Sue (although in fact, she is both, because | dont know shit about her anyway). Oh, and since Im Russian, | can't get 
British slang right, so Dani speaks more or less general American - hey, at least | kept him from saying ‘dude, dude! 
And yes, | do know it doesnt sound credible. but shit, guys lke Poe, Lovecraft or King didn’t give a fuck about 
credbilty either, and still had fun. :-) 


WARNINGII! 7he story contains references to some Satanist outlooks, books and practices, so do not read on if you 
find such stuff offensive. 


All credits and references at the end of the last chapter. 


Dari hated this place. Hated this crowd. Hated this day, these people, this event. 
This career-making event. 
Fucking Ozzfest. 


As if they fucking needed this! They were huge in England. Huge! For a black metal band, of course, but they 
were the biggest, the hugest black metal band in England! Fuck that, even in Europe. 


But some fuck, a long-ass time ago, had decided that a band was no real thing until they made it in America 
Some sick fuck. 


Dari was going to write a song about this very person Something nice. With a sweet title, like "Love You With 
My Chainsaw". 


He rushed into the empty trailer, grabbed an uncorked bottle of whisky from the table and plopped down on a 
couch, biting his lips. 


They shouldn't have done this. They shouldn't have done this bloody concert. But the thing is, they'd done 
America before. They had toured American clubs, and people dug it. Sharon had decided they were good enough 
for this. Ozzy personally told them to “quit fooling around and play my fuckin’ fest". An invitation they couldn't 


have turned down. 


Dani kicked the table. Bottles jingled. Dani snarled. 


Ozzfest wasn't their audience. Okay, they hadn't known this. And likely enough, Ozzy wouldn't care to think of it. 
But Sharon! Hadn't she been aware? 


Dari just couldn't believe it. 

They had suffered two shows in Texas, telling themselves that the problem wasn't their music, that the 
problem was the ‘shitkicker attitude. Comforting themselves with thoughts of shows in bigger cities. Thinking 
California would be more understanding. Well, tonight had been their second show in California. A San Francisco 


show. 


Not a single song. Not a single song of theirs had hit it with the crowd tonight. Not even "Her Ghost In The 
Fog" that was sooo pop, blacksters back in England refused to listen to it. And towards the end of the set, just 
to top it all, it began raining. 


Magnificent. Abso-bloody-lutely magnificent. 


Dari took some pride in the fact that they had done their set to the end. They hadn't stopped when the crowd 
booed them and tried to hiss them off the stage. They hadn't stopped when the rain grew heavy, pouring down 
cats and dogs, causing a few power contacts to sparkle dangerously. No, they had played it to the very end of 
the very last song. Then Dani had given the crowd the finger. He had yelled to them, "Fine, fuckers, we hate 
you tool" and rushed offstage. 

To the fucking trailer. Which led to yet another question. Where was the rest of his band? Why was he alone 


in here? 

A little chuckle let him know he was mistaken. He actually wasn't. 

Dani started and jerked his head up, almost giving himself whiplash. Then scowled at the man who stood in the 
doorway. Who had probably been standing there for a good few minutes, watching Dani snarl, and bite at the 
neck of the bottle, and kick the items of furniture unfortunate enough to be within reaching distance. 

The man was tall. Not just taller than Dani - hell, almost everyone was taller than Dani. But this one was really 
tall. Over six feet. Wild black hair. Helluva lot of tattoos over his tanned skin. 

Typical California biker trash. 

"Temper tantrums?" he asked lazily, leaning against the doorpost. 


"Get the fuck out!" Dani hissed. "Whoever you arel" 


The guy didn't get the fuck out. Instead he walked over. Sat down on a couch opposite Dari. Picked up a bottle 
that had fallen off the table after one of Dani's kicks. Looked at Dani and grinned. 


"| don't think so." 
He had a weird voice. A low voice. A really self-assured, cocky voice. And yet there was an edge to it that 


made it sound almost.. nervous? Not exactly. But it sounded as if its owner was on the verge of a breakdown 


Not a nervous breakdown. 

A Charlie Manson kind of a breakdown. 

"Fuck you," Dani spit. "It's my fucking trailer, so get out before | call the security guys.’ 

First, you just have to be a vocalist, with that much bitchiness." The man gave a half-smile, showing a 
glimpse of a fine set of snow-white teeth. "Second, this is not your trailer. You're drinking Tommy Lee's 
whisky.” 

Dani winced and bothered to look around for the first time. 

Shit! 

The T-shirt hanging from a front seat definitely wasn't his. If he put it on, it would probably cover his knees. 
A big poster of Pamela Anderson on the wall wasn't his either. And the strangest touch was the mirror. The 
pics of two little boys taped to it instead of his daughter's portrait. 

Oops.. 

Well, this just wasn't his day. 

Dari looked back at the guy sitting on the opposite coach. The fucker gave him another half-smile. 

"You don't look like Tommy Lee to me," he said. "Even when he was in jail, he didn't shrink that small.” 

"You're not Tommy Lee either," Dani grumbled. 

"No," the stranger agreed easily. "I'm not” 

He stared at Dani, his gaze shifting lazily from his wet slick black hair to his eyes - now that the rain had 
gotten his make-up, he must be looking just like Alice Cooper. Down to his lips - Dani must've bitten off most 
of his lipstick Then back to his eyes. 

And then all of a sudden he stretched out a hand and grabbed Dari by the chin 


Dari froze. Froze as those fingers dug into his jaw bone. Froze as these steel-blue eyes suddenly drew closer. 


Froze, feeling nervous, uneasy... 

Afraid. 

When Dani had just seen him in the doorway, he had thought he was in his early thirties. Now he realized he 
must be older. Not because he saw his face close now - it was one of those faces that weren't giving away 


the age of the men they belonged to, all straight lines, almost annoyingly regular. 


It was because of his eyes. 


Impossibly blue. Impossibly deep. Two magnetic whirlpools, sucking your soul right out. These eyes were old 
They were ancient. They had seen it all Lies, dishonor, 


treachery. Mayhem, rape, murder. Love. Hate. Life. Death. They had seen it all and forgotten none of it. 


These eyes stared deep into Dani's. Intensely. Then the fingers let go of his jaw, and the voice said, breaking 
the charms to ringing shimmering splinters: 


"Nice lenses." 

The stranger moved away and leaned back on his seat. Dani held back a sigh of relief. He put the whisky back 
on the table. When had he drunk as much as to start seeing things? There he was, that tattoo bloke, sitting on 
the couch across the table, and there was nothing impossible about him, if you didn't count his being 
impossibly cheeky. His eyes sparkled through the tousled fringe, but they weren't so scary. Perhaps it was a 
little startling to see that cold blue from under his raven-black strands, but nothing impossible at all. 

"I take it, you're in a band," the guy said and smiled again Was that ageless face disfigured or something? 
Could the other corner of his mouth move at all? 

Dari looked at him perplexedly, and the guy explained: 

"I'd think you're a groupie of some kind, but you said it was your trailer.. so | figured you had one." 

The bitterness came back with double force. A groupie. A fuckin’ groupie. That was all he was in this country. 
"If | were a groupie," he said, icily cold, "I'd never be Tommy Lee's groupie all the same. See ya, sunshine." He 
got up from the couch and tried to withdraw with dignity.. but it was impossible to save any dignity, 
constantly stumbling over different junk piled up on the floor. 

The voice - lazy, half-amused - cut his stumblings short. 

"You got lipstick on your teeth." 


Dari stopped, shut his eyes and sighed deeply, trying to brace himself. 


"Come on," the voice sounded almost sympathetic this time. "You almost made it to the mirror. Use a Kleenex 


or two, he won't care. He won't be back for at least an hour. His set is about to begin" 
Dari sighed again and followed the advice. 


The stranger watched him while he rubbed the blood-red lipstick off his teeth with a Kleenex, cringing as the 
bland, papery taste began to fill his mouth. 


"You are that British blackster kid, aren't you?" the guy asked suddenly. 


He hadn't even bothered to remember the band name. Dammit, it was a good band name! 
"Well, | wonder who the fuck you are, mister," Dani parried. 


And flinched back, involuntarily, when a fist shot out and stopped an inch or two away from his face. The 
knuckles right before his eyes. 


Letters tattooed on the knuckles. 


"Read it" 
Still startled, Dani obeyed and read aloud: 


"Sixx... 
And was more surprised than he would admit, seeing a wide, genuine smile on this face. A real smile. 
"That's my name, kid," the man said. "That's who | am." 


eR 


The Osbournes held the aftershow party at a restaurant they hired downtown. The band didn't want to go 

there, and Dari went alone. He had to. Partly because Ozzy was his childhood hero, partly because he didn't 
want to piss off Sharon. If there was a single chance they could improve the situation, it was only with her 
help. 


Besides he really, really wanted to get really, really drunk. 

He'd be ashamed of this day for the rest of his life, he thought gloomily, resting his elbows on the table, 
eyeing his glass almost hatefully. Failing the show. Mixing up the trailers - and picking Tommy Lee's of all, holy 
shit.. And then, to crown it all, getting scared shitless by Néki Sixx. By the Motley Crue bassist! 


Motley Crue, junkie glam losers. Four posers singing about sex, sex and more sex. Crashing cars and beating up 
their wives. 


He, Dani Filth, got scared to death by their bass player. 

Shame, shame, shame. 

Dari cast a dirty look in Tommy's direction. He was at the head of the table, obviously enjoying the privileges 
of the crown prince tonight. Dani knew he had taken part in a few of Sharon's shows. Plus he knew them from 


"way back then". Way back when Dani had been a school kid, playing "Bark At The Moon" over and over in the 


eveni ngs. 


"Dani!" 
Ohh, balls. Sharon caught his stare. She was motioning for him to come over. 
"Dani, come on over here, sonl!" 


Dari obligingly got up from his chair and made his way to their seats, his trot a bit unsure, his trajectory a 
bit too winding. 


When he came up, Sharon gave him a slap on the ass that almost sent him sprawling among the platters on 
the table. Then held on to his waistband while introducing him to Tommy. Mighty Lucifer, this woman was 


mean. 


"Dani's our little pet this year," Sharon explained to Tommy with a little smile, nudging Ozzy with her elbow. 
Ozzy nodded. He looked ungodly old and seemed half asleep. 


"Dani is upset. He thinks he failed tonight," another friendly slap on the ass. She had a lot of strength in her 


hands, that little woman. Dani suspected he would have problems with sitting for the rest of the evening. 
"He thinks he fucked up. Tell him about your first Donnington, Tommy." 
Oh yeah. That was all he needed to make the day complete. His nightcap. Tommy Lee's Donnington story. 


"Yeah, dude, it was wild!" Tommy was full of enthusiasm. Such a bundle of energy. "We went there in 1984, you 


know, dude, back then. Iron Maiden was huge then, dude, not us.." 


Dani struggled to stay on his feet and not get lost in numerous ‘dude's that poured onto his head in a 


hailstorm. 


"They called us ‘queers'," Tommy grinned. "Cross-dressing queers. There were us and Twisted Sister, both from 
US, so they shouted ‘American queers!!! at us both," Tommy suddenly laughed. "Ha, so there was that dude, 
Dee Snider, the Sister frontman And they were shouting right in his face, these first rows, real badasses. So 


you know what he did?" 

"No," Dani said, and inquired with sudden interest, "What?" 

Tommy smiled at the memory and finished his whisky before going on. 

"He's, like, seven foot tall, that dude. Taller than me. Bigger, too. So he snaps his mike stand in two, and he 


jumps right into the first row. People back away, you know, they're like, ‘What does this fuck want?!’ And he 
yells at the top of his lungs, which is really fucking loud, man, he yells, ‘You know what, motherfuckers? | think 


| really am queer a bit! Anybody here willing to be my baby boy?" Tommy laughed hard, bringing his fist down 
on the table. Bottles jumped up. "That fucker. He's tough." 


"You had it harder than Dani," Sharon said, covering her yawn with a hand. Wow, Dani thought, Queen Mother 
is out of fuel. Must be well over midnight by now. "You had it harder. You had people throw shit at you." 


Dari flinched. 
"Yeah," Tommy grinned even wider. "They were throwing shit at us. Different shit. Body parts." 
"Body parts?" Dani raised his eyebrow. 


"Yeah," Tommy nodded. "Like, cow legs. A bull's eye, it stuck in my drum riser." He laughed again. "We couldn't 
get it out for a week, dude. It was totally wild. But it wasn’t the worst shit. They were throwing darts, too. One 
got my tech in the shoulder, | had to pull it out while fuckin’ drumming, dude, how convenient is that?" another 
drunken laugh. "They threw bottles, too." 

Bottles." Dani cautiously seated himself on the edge of the table. Maybe he was too drunk for a good 
judgement, but Tommy wasn't half as bad as he had thought him to be. He was a celebrity here, yet he was 


much less of a snob than their audience that day. He was.. instantly likeable. 


"Bottles. With piss." Tommy shook with laughter. "Nikki got two, | think But he didn't stop playing, not that dude, 
no. He once had his left hand almost sliced in half, a bottle splinter, but even then he never stopped. So he 
plays on, and we play the complete fuckin’ set, and then he winks at me and goes, ‘Y'know, dude, tossing things 
mus'be their national sport!, so he swings his bass over his head and - whooooosh! - it flies right out into the 
crowd, and BAM-CRASH! - some poor fucker's head is cracked open!" Tommy poured himself another whisky. 


"Good ole times, duuuuude.." 

At the mention of Nikki, Dani sobered up a bit. 
"So did he meet you?" he asked. 

"What?" Tommy stirred from memories. 


"I met Nikki today," Dani said uncertainly. "Ran into him.. umm.. near your trailer. He was going to wait for you 


there. To meet you after the set." 


He couldn't understand the change in Tommy. He could only feel it. He had always been pretty sensitive, and 

now he felt Tommy change. He kept smiling, and Dani could swear that his smile was sincere. He even let out a 
little chuckle when Dani called Nikki's name, and this chuckle was genuinely good-natured. But Dani felt, just felt 
sudden tension building up inside him. Sudden reservedness. It was as if you knocked upon a covered cage with a 


canary. The cage stayed the same, but you could feel the fluttering inside it. 


Weird. 


"Ahh, Sixx," Tommy drawled, the smile still on his lips. "Yeah, he waited for me. Had a talk" 

Sharon yawned again. 

"Tell Dani how Nikki fooled around with Necronomicon," she said. "Dani's gonna love it. He's into such stuff." 

And there it was. The cage went uncovered. Tommy hunched over his drink 

"Naw, he doesn't want old tales like that," he muttered. "Just stupid old tales." 

"Oh come on," Sharon laughed. "Telim about those gothic paintings he made up the walls with. | say, Dani, when 
you see the guy, the last thing you could think of him is that he could paint." 


"Sharon," Tommy nursed his drink. 


"Telim about them pentagrams. About that damn book. About how he swore that it was written on skin with 
blood." 


"Sharon..." 


"Tell him about the time when knives and forks went flying after him and Lita," Sharon giggled. "That's my 
favorite part! Or about that girl who wanted to be sacrificed on Hollywood Hills, and then Sixx.” 


"SHARON IT'S NOT FUNNY!" 


Dari popped up on the table, brushing a couple of plates off to the floor. Ozzy started and woke up. Sharon 
stared at Tommy, gaping. 


Tommy looked at her. The look was dark There was no more enthusiasm in him. No more energy. It was if 


someone had thrown a bucket of icy water over him. 
"You weren't there,” he said, low and distinctly. "| was. It's not funny." 
And then, for the first time in his life, Dani saw Sharon thrown off balance a little. 


"Ahh, | forgot you took it like this," she said. And then, attempting humor unconvincingly, added, "But come on, 
Tommy, you're making the whole thing sound as though your Nikki were Satan in the flesh.” 


Tommy gulped down a fifth of Jack Daniels. Just one big gulp. Dari, mesmerized, watched it roll down his throat 
in a ball. 


"| don't think he's Satan," Tommy said, and his voice sounded unbelievably sober. "But l'm more than sure that 


he's related to that guy." 


Silence that broke out was heavy. Troubled. Pregnant. And Dani, who had never - and he'd been in a punk banal 


- never been that drunk in his life, eased the strain in a most charming way. 

"What's this stuff?" he asked, blinking. "I thought Motley Crue were about women, hairspray and fire?" 
Tommy stared at him for half a second. Then he burst out laughing. 

I+ was like a sign. Everyone around laughed. The whole place was vibrating with laughter. It even swayed a 
little.. or maybe it was Dani who swayed a little, but he didn't care, because for some reason unknown to him 


he was laughing, too. 


Tommy got up, walked up to Dani and placed his arm around his shoulders. Dani felt as if he were a midget 
next to him. /m his armpit height, he thought, and that made him laugh even harder. 


"You know, dude, you're fucking right," Tommy said, squeezing his shoulder. "That's what we were about. Let's 


drink to it." 
"But | can't." Dani protested weakly. "Another drink, and lIl throw up.." 
Tommy's laughter echoed between his temples. 


"That's the ticket, dude," Tommy's voice rang in his ears. "Throwing up is the shit. You're going to be really 
good at it by morning" 


Xk% 

When he slowly drifted towards reality from his heavy, dreamless sleep, he was aware of three facts. 

Fact one. His head was aching. Badly. So badly, he almost wanted someone to chop it off 

Fact two. I+ wasn't dark in the room. Even through his eyelids he could feel there was some light in here. 
Fact three. Yet another thing he could feel was a warm body pressed against his left shoulder. 

Oh no. 

Dari gathered up his courage and flung his eyes open 

It wasn't as bad as he had feared - the room wasn't actually sunlit. Just a few stray rays coming in through 
the curtains, and even those weren't too bright. The cozy semi-darkness was even comforting, 


He cautiously turned his head on the pillow - the head definitely took it as a personal insult, because it 
retaliated with a wild splash of pounding pain. 


He didn't remember who the girl curled up next to him was. He couldn't see her face, buried in her forearm 
that lay on his shoulder, and neither her blue-black curly hair, nor the little spider tattoo on her bicep seemed 
familiar. 

It didn't really matter. Because he had fucked up again. 

He had cheated on Tonya with a groupie. 

Sharp regret ran through him. Such stuff happened every now and then, and he couldn't help feeling bad about 
it. He could tell himself a thousand times that he was a star, that it was part of the lifestyle, that Tonya 
probably didn't even expect him to be a good boy. But he still hated himself for that. 

Maybe he wasn't bad enough for this job. 


He turned away and stared at the ceiling, trying to remember what had happened the night before. He couldn't, 
and it scared him a bit. What had he been doing? He remembered they'd failed the Ozzfest set.. 


Wait. He's in the US, he failed the show.. he's with a groupie? 
What fucking groupie?! 


The girl squirmed, rose up on her elbows and yawned. Then tilted her head and gave Dani a look that was half- 


curious and half-interested. 

And then his memory unlocked. 

She wasn't a groupie. 

He had been to Ozzy's aftershow carousal. He had gotten roaring drunk with Tommy Lee. And then Tommy had 
gotten a private jet somewhere and flew him to LA, because he had taken a liking to Dani and wanted to show 
him "the real Tinseltown, dudel", and Dari was happy to get educated. So they ended up in some strip bar, and 

Tommy ran into an old friend there. 

She was that very friend. 

Now, if he could only remember her name.. 


"Devon," she said, chuckled and gave another yawn. 


"Pardon?" 


"I can just hear those little wheels in your brain turning, searching for my name. Don't hurt your head. It's 


Devon" 


Dari sighed. 
"Sorry" 


"No big deal. | don't remember yours either. | know you're a celebrity, but | just cant remember it. Janey? 


Laney?" 

"Dani." 

"Cool. Nice to meet ya, Dani" She sat up. Ran her hand through her tangled hair. Yawned again and jumped off 

the bed. Her body was ripe, yet slim. Lean. Her hips, maybe, a bit too narrow, her breasts not overly big, C at 
most. Firm buttocks. Strorg legs. 

Dari didn't remember ever getting between these legs. Just didn't. 

He slowly, with great effort forced himself up into a sitting position. Whimpered softly. His head was killing him. 
Devon looked at him with sympathy. She was older than he had thought. Probably older than him. Thirty-five 

or so. That was good. Dani would go insane if he had to deal with little girls now. 

"You're gonna puke again?" she asked. 

Dari blushed. 

"No, | don't think | will” 

"Great. Then | claim the bathroom for a few minutes. | really needa take a piss." 

Dari nodded and buried his face in his hands, trying to get his brain to work. 

Finally, cold realization came creeping over him. He was in a hotel room. He was in LA, and the rest of his band 
was in San Francisco. He had slept through the better part of the day. It was very late afternoon at best. He 

was alone and, as far as he knew, he had no money, no documents and no spare clothes. 

He didn't even know how to get in touch with the guys. 

He was fucked. 


A hand on his shoulder made him flinch. 


"So bad?" 


Dani looked up. Devon patted him on the shoulder. Dani sighed. 

"I don't remember getting here," he said. "| don't know where | am, and l'm not sure | can pay for the room." 
She laughed. 

‘Its Franklin Plaza. If you can't pay for the room, | will. Hell, | think | already did. You need a chaser?" 

Dani did. But he couldn't even think of pouring anything else alcoholic into himself. He'd die. 

"Hey, you okay?" 

"No," Dani answered honestly. "Why are you asking?" 

"You turned green." 

Dani managed to produce a short croaking laugh. 

"Devon?" 

"Yep" 

"Can we get some coffee here?" 

"I'll call room service," she stretched her hand toward the phone on the bedside table. 

"Hey.. you don't wanna get dressed first?" 

Devon smirked. 

"Its Hollywood, baby." 

She called room service while Dani scrambled out of bed and squeezed into his black leathers. It might be 
Hollywood, or Bollywood, or Purgatory itself, but he had no intention of treating the bellboy to a free 
striptease. 

Devon put the phone down, looked at him and sighed. 

‘Maybe you do have a point here." 

She picked up a t-shirt with cut-off sleeves from the floor and put it on. NOT ALL PEOPLE ARE ANNOYING, 
the slogan on the t-shirt said. When she turned to pick up her jeans, Dani read the second part of it which 


was on the back: SOME ARE DEAD. 


Maybe she did have a point there. 


Five minutes later they were drinking coffee. Devon had ordered it black. It was awfully bitter, but it did clear 
Dani's head a litle. 


"You know, dude, you have the strangest little smile on your face," Devon noted. "Penny for your thoughts." 
"Is so messed up, it's even funny," Dani snickered, putting his cup down, "It's like I'm stranded on a desert 
island. l'm here in LA and my band's back in Frisco. | either missed a show or | am going to miss it because | 
don't have any money for a long-distance call. If a policeman stops me in the street, I'm fried, because not only 
do | have no ID, | have no US citizenship as well," he gave a bitter little smile. "And I've just cheated on my 
daughter's mother with an Alice Cooper back-up singer." 


He thought she might get pissed. But she didn't. 


"A former Alice Cooper back-up singer," she said and smiled back. The smile was friendly. "So you're beginning 


to remember." 
Dari nodded again. 


"Well, then remember this, too. You didn't cheat on your chick with anyone this night. Unless you humped the 


bed while | was asleep." 
Dari stared at her unbelievingly. She grinned. 


"Ooh, Dani-boy, you think you can fuck anything at all after drinking as much as you did this last night, you 
think too much of your pretty self. You were wasted, babe. You couldn't fuck your own hand." 


"W-what am | doing here, with you, then?!" it sounded rude, but Dani was just astonished. 

Devon just grinned wider. 

"When | brought you here, | thought you could. Hell, what do | know, you're Tommy's friend." 

"But we were.. we were.. undressed!" 

Devon shrugged. 

‘| always sleep naked. It feels better this way. And yes, | did undress you. Because you fell asleep. And if you 
had slept over in your leathers, your body would be aching all over now," she smirked. "Couldn't let this happen. 


That's a nice little body." 


"Thanks," Dani sipped on his coffee and gave her a grateful smile. He felt relieved. Almost too relieved, 
considering how many problems he still had left. 


"Heyl" Devon suddenly put her cup on the table. "I forgot! You had a little bag with you. Such a small black bag, 
and you refused to let go of it. Tommy said you had dragged it all the way from Frisco. It must be here 
somewhere. Check it - maybe you do have your documents, after all.” 

She broke off, because Dani was laughing. With a hysterical hissing laughter. Shaking almost violently. 

"Hey... what's up, dude?" her voice was worried. 


"N-n-n-nothing," Dani managed, laughing. "B-b-but there's n-n-no d-d-documents there." 


Just to think of it. They had dropped into their hotel before flying to LA, and what had Dani grabbed? A 
wallet? A passport? A pair of socks? No way, baby, it was his little black bag. 


"The lady's bag", his bandmates called it. 
Bravo, Dani, bravo!!! 


"There's my make-up kit there," he told Devon, still giggling. "My contact lenses. My jewelry. Plus one candle 


and one book." 
Devon snickered. 


"I almost love you," she said. "A man who treats his make-up kit as his most prized possession is definitely my 


type. What are you going to do now?" 
Dani shrugged with a weak smile. 
Devon reached over the table and patted him on the knee. 


| have an idea l'm going to a little club around midnight. To hang out with my friends. It's eight PM now. Since 
you got nothing better to do, | suggest that you take a shower and put yourself together. And I'll pick you up, 
say, at half past eleven 


Dani closed his eyes for a second. 
Why the hell not? Just like she said, he had nothing better to do. 


Devon picked up her leather jacket from the back of the armchair. Sighed. Walked over to Dani and lifted his 
chin with two fingers. 


"Cheer up, prettyboy. We're gonna met a friend of mine tonight who must know Tommy's cell phone number. | 


mean, the bum got you in trouble, it's his job to drag you back out." 


"Okay," Dani said humbly. "Okay. l'd better have fun while I'm alive. Because Sharon will kill me as soon as she 


sees me again." 
Devon made a low little chuckle and pinched him on the cheek. 


"| think this friend of mine could even reason with Sharon," she said. "See.. he is a very special friend. Really 


special." 


eR 


Shower had done him good. He had relaxed a bit, and even his head had gotten lighter, the pain no more 
pounding and sharp, but rather dull. Bearable. 


Late dinner did him good, too. Devon had left while he had still been in the shower, and when he finally got out 
of it, he found two hundred bucks on the bedside table with a little note that said: 


RETURN'EM LATER. WHEN YOU GET HOME. NEVER RECEIVED A PAYCHECK FROM ENGLAND." 


Dari took the cash, amused, and ordered dinner. A girl paying for him. He had almost forgotten what it felt like. 
There had been a time in his life when he was penniless. After he had left school and chosen his band over a 
journalist college. Tonya had taken up three jobs to pay their bills then But it had felt much worse then. Then 
he had felt a total shit. 


Now he felt an expensive tart. A two-hundred-bucks-per-night whore. 


Whoo-fuckin-hoo! 
He found his ‘lady's bag' under the bed. Smirkea. If he was going to party, he'd better look good. He took the 
bag to the mirror. Opened it. His make-up kit lay on top. 


Dari sighed, threw his wet hair back and got down to work. 


When they had just begun performing, they hadn't worn make-up. They had weird little masks that they would 
put on for the show and then sweat in them all through the set. The sweating part was, in fact, what made 
them drop the masks. And then came corpse paint. That was fun for a while - learning to paint yourself 
bruises, and festered wounds, and post-mortem seams. Making a grotesque black-and-white drawing out of 
your face. But Dani never was too happy about classical corpse paint. Partly, because so many other bands 


were using it. 
But mainly, because it was ugly. 


The other guys didn't care. But Dani wasn't much into uglifying himself. He didn't like feeling ugly at all. He had 
spent most of his teen years considering himself a half-pint. All his idols, from Ozzy to lron Maiden to Venom, 
were big guys. Good-looking in that rough, essentially male way. And there he was, 5'7, slim, with an elfish 
face, his eyes too big and his chin too pointed. He was no Ozzy for sure. 


He learned later there was a different kind of attractiveness. A subtler, witchier kind. Dani possessed it. He was 


handsome in that delicate way that girls usually loved in cinematographic vampires. 


It was actually vampire movies that brought about his new look. Snow-white skin. Blackened eye-sockets. Blood- 
red lips. Shortly afterwards he bought his first lenses, also red. A couple of years later, when he already had 
some money, he had his incisors slightly extended to complete the image. 


That was what he liked about it. It still looked scary, it still freaked out ‘normal: people in the streets, but it 
looked good 


He added the last touch of lipstick, as usual, careful not to ruin the foundation of deathly pale toner and 
powder. Reached into his bag and brought out a little plastic box with his lenses. His current favorites, 
crystalline with catlike vertical ‘pupils. He hesitated for a second. There would be cigarette smoke in the club 
for sure and it always hurt his eyes when he was wearing lenses. But then he put them on anyway. He was so 


deep in shit, it was even nice to be consistent in it. 


Next came his jewelry. Claw rings; what Tonya called ‘claw thingies’ and he himself called ‘finger nozzles’. A 


chain bracelet. A little pentagram necklace. 


Dari looked in the mirror. A lean young guy with long black hair looked back at him. Dressed in black - black 
fishnet shirt and black leather pants. Coal eyeliner lying heavily around his eyes made them look even bigger. 
Red lipstick outlined his mouth nicely, and when he sneered at the mirror, his teeth flashed unnaturally white 
against the scarlet of his lips. Make-up refined his face. Made it seem almost sculpted. 


Dari gave his mirror twin a triumphant smile. As a rockstar vampire, he was streets ahead of Ann Rice's 


Lestat any day. 

He stared at his reflection some more, pondering over that secret question of his: did he look thirty already? 
Did he look his real age? 

He decided he didn't. Not even without make-up. And make-up obscured age marks. Made them unreadable. 
Made his face look practically.. 

Ageless. 

Dari frowned, fingering his pentagram. Thinking of another ageless face he had seen yesterday. Nikki had had no 
make-up on. And yet he didn't look his age. He must be in his mid-forties now. He didn't look that old. Nor did 
he look young. His age was totally indefinable. 

Dani's fingers traced the angles of the small five-point metal star. 


Tell him about them pentagrams, Sharon had said. About that damned book 


Why would Motley Crue, who were about women, hairspray and fire, care for pentagrams? 


Or Necronomicon. 
About how he swore that it had been written on skin with blood 


Oh, come on. Everyone knew Necronomicon had been written by Howard Lovecraft. Skin and blood, eh? Sixx had 


been putting on some first-class drama if he claimed that. What a fucking poser... 


Dari remembered the eyes scrutinizing his face and shuddered. These weren't the eyes of a poser. Not by far. 


These were the eyes of either a wiseman or a total fucking psycho, but not a poser. 


All these thoughts about Necronomicon, though, had led him to think of the book that lay in his bag. One of 
the two items it held that he hadn't touched yet. 


Dari reached into the bag uncertainly, running his fingertips over the leather cover. Glanced at the clock on 


the bedside table. It was two minutes to eleven. 


Dani's mind suddenly cleared. He nodded to himself. The time was perfect. And, maybe, in the state he was in, 


he really needed that. 
He would pray tonight. 


Among different opinions expressed about Dani at different times by different people, a few stood out as most 
common. Dani Filth was a heartless sadistic bastard with a penchant for cheap mystique. Dani Filth was a 
typical dumb blackster. Dani Filth was a capricious bitch who changed his musicians as often as his underwear, 


absolutely impossible to work with. Dani Filth was a devil-worshipper. 


Most of it wasn’t true. Dani wasn't sadistic. Oh, he did play with the pain theme a lot in his lyrics and during 
their shows, and yes, there were gallons of blood in their videos, but he would never hurt Tonya. He cared for 
the people he loved much more than some respectable men he knew. And he knew he had a heart, because 
every now and then it would ache. People would make fun of him because he held on to his family like that, 


but it was all he had, and he would die before he broke it. 


He wasn't dumb. He had learned to read pretty early in his childhood, when he was three or four, and, like 
many of such kids, he had started to read everything within his reach, loading himself up with all kinds of 
useful and useless information. Also, like relatively few of such kids, he had managed to process that 
information successfully. His mind had gotten accustomed to intensive work early on, and it rarely failed him 
since. He had been known as ‘bright but irregular’ in school, and he had finished it, excelling in language and art. 


He might be not a genius, but he wasn't as dumb as people liked to think he was. 


He wasn't a bitch either. Although in part it was true - he wasn't the easiest person to work with. But he 
wasn't a bitch. He was a perfectionist. Besides, well, it required a certain amount of bitchiness to keep the job 


of a band leader. You had to be cruel at times and you had to be a dick, and to act as an insensitive fuck, 


because otherwise things started falling apart. But he never liked that necessity. He just couldn't help it. A 
dirty job, and someone had to do it. 


Only one thing about him was one hundred percent true. 
Dani really was a Satanist. 


He never talked much about it, and it puzzled interviewers. They couldn't understand that for him it was too 
personal. As personal as, he maintained, one's faith should be. Oh yes, their image just screamed of it. But 
when he had to face really personal questions about his beliefs, he always recoiled. That led some people to 
think his Satanism was nothing more than a posture, when the real reason was quite the opposite. It even 


surprised him. The way people believed you when you told lies and refused to believe you when you were frank 


with them. 


One of many little things that made the world such a tricky place to live in. 

He took his bag to the bedside table. Cleared the table off, putting the clock and an ashtray on the bed. Took 
out the candle. Black wax. There were matches in the ashtray, and Dani used them to light it up. Then he got 
up and turned off the light. 


It was his own little ritual. He had thought it up. He believed that if Satan was listening, He heard even his 


thoughts, but Dani himself was a human being. He was weak. He needed rituals. Symbols. Like pentagrams. 
Like the book he now took out of his bag and put on the table. 


Anton LaVey's "Satan Bible". 

The book he used to keep in his bag before "Bible" was a volume of Aleister Crowley. But ever since LaVey 
died, he started paying more attention to his works and finally switched to "Satan Bible". Maybe it was how 
institutional necrophilia effected him. The cult of the dead that the society imposed on everyone. If Kurt Cobain 
had been made a martyr after his death, surely LaVey could be made a prophet. 


Dari kneeled before the bedside table. It must have looked comic from the side. Dani didn't care. Thankfully, he 


didn't have an audience. 
He opened the book. Gently leafed through it. Found the passage he was looking for. 


Jealousy is good for you, as it is your reason fo conquer Never say: | suffer, for he possesses this and that, and | 
do not. Do not suffer. Do not tear yourself. But do fell yourself: He possesses this and that, and | shall struggle, 
and fight, until | have if, too. That is what jealousy should be. 


Dani put his palm on the smooth page. Closed his eyes and tried to concentrate. To chase all thoughts out of 
his mind. Leaving only darkness. And burning bitterness that refused to go away. That was what he was now. 
Darkness and bitterness. 


He slowly opened his eyes. Stared into the small flame on the tip of the candle. Swallowed. His voice was low and 


steady when he started talking. 

"My Dark Lord.” 

The standard prayer. The Satanic equivalent of "Our Father Who Art In Heaven". Dani would have to admit he 
didn't understand all of it. But reciting it always built up some strange feeling inside him. Something like awe. 
Like anticipation of some dark miracle. 


"| summon Thee." 


The flame was trembling, shivering. It seemed bigger now, maybe because Dani had stared at it for a while. 


Fire always mesmerized. It was primal. 

". demanding the sacred right to burn in Hell." 

The paper grew warm under his palm. Skin temperature. Now he could feel that it wasn't entirely smooth. 
Could feel little pock-marks of letters in its surface. 


"ride up on Hell's hot wind.” 


And in this moment he felt the wind. It wasn't hot, though. It was sharply, bitterly cold, and it swept through 


the room, making the curtains flutter, making Dani's hair wave. 
Turning a few pages onto Dani's hand. 


Í should've closed the window, Dani thought, then chased this thought away, like the other ones. He went on 


reciting his prayer. 

".. face one more evil than Thou..." 

The wind came back. Brushing Dani's face with its cold touch. Turning more pages onto his hand. 
As if it were trying to close the book 

‘.. take my lustful soul.. " 


As the words were leaving his lips, the candle flame caught his eye again. It was dancing, throwing fancy 


shadows on the wall, on the bed, on the book.. 
But it wasn't bending. 


"drink my blood as | drink yours...” 


With so much wind, it should be bending with it, catching the slightest air movement. 

But it wasn't. 

It just danced. 

". impale me on the horns of death.. 

The wind hit him in the face, sent pages into flutter. 

The flame danced, undisturbed. 

".. cut off my head, release all my evil." 

Dani's voice trembled. What was going on? He believed in signs, such as a book falling off, or a few words on a 
street banner that answered his thoughts, but nothing like this had ever happened before. He was scared. He 
didn't even try to lie to himself about it. But he was going to finish the prayer. 


"Lucifer is King." 


He began to realize the paper touching his palm wasn't skin-warm anymore. It was warmer now. Warmer than 


his hand, because he was actually starting to feel the heat coming from it. It was beginning to get really hot 
"Praise Satan!" 

And, momentarily, the heat under his palm grew unbearable. It hurt. As if living fire bit at his skin 

Dani gasped and pulled his hand back. 


The rush of wind almost knocked him to the floor. His hair flipped into his eyes and mouth. His pentagram 
strained the chain it hung from, almost choking him. 


And he watched, looked on, awestruck, as it lifted the heavy cover from the table and shut the book closed. 
CRASH 


It wasn't a clap. It was a rumble. As if something heavy were dropped from a few miles' height. Dani screamed, 
covering his ears with his hands. The wind tore through the room in a storming gust, knocking the armchairs 


over. The clock, swept off the bed, rolled over the floor, and the ashtray hit Dani in the chest. 


The candle didn't even sway. 
How far does your faith stretch? Millions of people say they believe in God and God's miracles, but what would 
they feel if one day their own crucifix started bleeding? Reverential delight? The joy of love for Christ? Or 


banal fear? What would they do if answers to the questions they asked in their prayers came burning in fiery 
letters right through the pages of their family Bible? Would they drop to their knees and thank God? 


Or would they run away, screaming? 


In the darkened hotel room, alone in a strange city, scared out of his mind, Dani did the bravest thing in his 


whole life. 
He didn't run. He spoke up. 


"Father?" 


The wind brushed over his face again, but it wasn't so harsh now. And it grew warmer. 
"Father, you are here." 


Dari had never felt so small. So afraid. And so high. 


"Father, please listen to me." 

Wind in his hair, flames dancing before his eyes. They seemed to have filled the entire room. 

"I have a request." 

Did the flame get closer? Dani was searching for words desperately, struggling to come up with proper, 
impeccably built phrases and failing. His only chance to talk to the power he had prayed to face to face.. or 


was it? 


| have a family, Father. A beautiful woman and the best little girl in the world. Please let them live long. And in 


peace. Please, let somebody else suffer instead of them. Ever." 
The wind was caressing his skin now. Warm, feathery touch. 


"And my music.. its my life, Father. | don't want much. Just don't let me break Don't let me fall. | want it to 
be my only job. For the rest of my days. Please, Father. Help me." 


The flame was changing. Vague, dim shapes were forming in the core of it. 

"If | had done something against your liking.. forgive me. Guide me. Father.. my soul belongs to you." 

His words rang around the room, and for a second, he saw strange things within a candle flame. He saw walls 
painted with pictures that seethed with terrible, poisonous beauty. He saw giant wings spreading endlessly, 


layer over layer, hiding the rest of the world from sight. And over it all, he saw a strange sign burning with 


formidable, dazzling light. A symmetrical cross locked in a circle. 


Then the candle was out, leaving him in the darkness. 

The last echoes of wind whispered in his hair and died away. 

Dari rushed to the light switch, stumbling, falling to his knees, getting up, stumbling again. Searching all over 
the wall until he finally felt the switch under his fingers. 

Bright light blinded him for a few moments. Then sight slowly returned to him. 


The room was in perfect order. Not a spec of dust had moved. The clock and the ashtray lay on the blanket 
where he had put them. 


Only the black candle on the bedside table had fallen over and lay on its side, smoldering. 
Dari made a step back to the table, not taking his eyes off it. 


Had it all been a play of his imagination? Had he watched the fire for too long? Had it been fire and night wind 
that tricked him into this vision? 


He came up to the table. And sighed deeply. 

The book lay closed. Its black leather cover was deformed. Melted. 

Scorched. 

Dani lifted it from the table. And peered at the spot it had lain in. 

There was a slight dent in the table surface. Rectangular. Ten inches long and seven inches wide. The size of 
the "Satan Bible" special souvenir edition. The wood gave in under a monstrous blow. 

If Dani hadn't pulled his hand back in time, he'd have only one left now. 

"Okay," Dani whispered. "Okay!" 

He walked over to the window and pulled the curtains apart. Stared. Sighed. 


"Quod erad demonstrandum," he said softly. 


The window was latched closed. 


chapter three 


Okay, Ive never been to LA - never been abroad at all - so | don't know shit about what the REAL Clark Street 


looks like. Those of you who do, just pretend there's some other street name there. 


Clark Street was like entering another dimension. A few steps back, the city was all light and cars and people. 
Then you took a turn - and there was a dark, silent strip of asphalt between two lines of houses. 


Lifeless. 

Devon made the taxi driver stop. 

"That's where you get out, Dani,” she said. "If you really want to." 

"| do.. but where on Clark Street should | wait for him? He gave no specific address." 


"Sixx?" Devon laughed. "You just get out and wait. Take a little walk if you feel like it. He'll find you. He's good at 
it" 


"No doubt," Dani stepped out of the car. Devon told the driver to wait and followed him out. 


"Not a very pleasant place, huh?" she looked about and sighed. "While ‘Whisky’ was still open, it was much 


livelier. He used to live here, you know?" 

"Nikki?" 

"Yep. With Vince and Tommy. Mick refused. He didn't even come over all that often" She sighed again. "Take 
care, Dani. I'd better go. | have plans for the evening. Only." she reached into her pocket and handed him a few 
crumpled bills. 


"Devon." 


‘It's Ten minutes to three. You got ten minutes, Dani. If you change your mind, just turn around this corner 


and catch a taxi. Back to Franklin Plaza. I'll check you out tomorrow." 
"| don't think so." 
"Whatever. Just take the fuckin’ money." 


He took it. When she was already in the car, he called after her: 


"Devon!" 

"Yes, babe?" she poked her head out of the car window. 

"The house.. the one that Nikki used to live in - what number is it? I'd take a look." 
Devon gave a smile that was just a tad sad. 

"It was pulled down. Back in 1982. Because of rats, they said." 

"Rats?" 


"Yes. The place was crawling with them, and then they overtook the street. The house was taken down, but 


rats are still here. Tough luck" Devon sighed wearily. "Have fun, Dani. And see you tomorrow." 


The taxi disappeared around the corner. Dani watched its tail lights dissolve in the dark. Then he turned back to 
face Clark Street in all of its aftermidnight glory. 


How come they don't have a single lantern in the whole street? he thought, taking in the surroundings. Houses 
were just black shades against slightly less black skies. The light from other streets didn't venture going much 
farther than the spot Dani was standing in now. Ahead of him, everything was dark. That darkness that always 
preceded pre-dawn twilight. A tricky kind. It didn't seem blind or stuffy. Not pitch-dark. No, it seemed almost 
transparent. You thought you could distinguish shapes, outlines.. almost see them. And then you would run into 


something right in front of you that was perfectly invisible, hidden by that deceitful three-o'clock gloom. 


How do people walk here after dark? Dani wondered. And almost immediately understood that they probably just 
ddn't Three AM was not late for LA, but all along the street, not a single window was lit. 


Well, Dani thought, trying to cheer himself up, he wasn't going to complain Not he, not about darkness. He liked 
it. He wasn't going to be spooked by it. Come on, Dani, this is just your dreamscape! 


He only wished he could see anything. Just anything 

He took a few steps forward, moving out of the feeble light, letting the darkness close around him. He thought 
he could see some clearing far ahead. Maybe it was just the other end of Clark street with the same lightpool 
as this one. Or, maybe, there was a garbage pile there, and some homeless guy was cooking his late supper 
over a burning trashcan. A rat, for example. 


Noise. 


Dari froze, all ears. The noise repeated. And then was joined by another one, from yet another side. Rustle. 


Soft screech. Jingle. 


He had company. 


Maybe that was why the guys who lived here didn't come out after dark. Maybe this was a slum. Some gang's 


domain. Dani backed away towards the light, all of a sudden painfully aware of how small he was. 

Rustle. Skrraak. dinnnk 

Dari wished he still had his claw rings on. Not much, but they'd be at least some small weapon He looked 
around helplessly. In the movie he played in, "Cradle Of Fear", the Man, his character, would get cornered in 
such alleys by a few punks and get out of it alone, alive and unscathed, covered in their blood. He wished he 
knew how to do it now. 


He stepped back into the light. 


And the noise broke off. As if somebody turned off the sound. But Dani saw movement out of the corner of 


his eye. There, in the dark. Movement on the very verge of perception 


He reached into the pocket of his pants, feeling the banknotes Devon had given him. Maybe that was what he 
should do. Just catch a taxi and let this all go. Just a pretty little nightmare to add to his collection 


Yes. 

He turned to leave. 

"Running, Dani?" 

Dani whipped around, for the first time not just glad, but almost happy to hear Nikki's voice. 

Nikki emerged from the shade. Stood just between the darkness and the light, looking at Dani. Half-smiling. 
"I'm one minute late, and you're already leaving. You're so impatient Dani." 

The corner was just a step away. But it was a little late to take this way out. 

‘| mean, | don't even allow myself to think that something in this quiet little street could scare you." 


"Of course not!" Dani forced out a grin. Bad acting job. Nikki could have been standing there the whole time, 


watching him squirm, anyway. Dani was practically sure he had. 


‘Sorry for being late, dude. Had some stuff to do. You going?" 


"Sure," Dani crossed the pool of light. Walked up to Nikki. Then sighed and admitted, "But it's so dark here, | 
don't see a thing." 


And the next second a wave of soft, silver light washed over the street. Illuminating it. Revealing old brickwork 


of the houses. Grey pavement with a web of cracks. Even the smirk on Nikki's face. 
The moon. 
"Just look at it!" Nikki winked. "Especially for you, Dani!" 


Dari looked at him. Then at the street that stretched ahead. There was no-one there. Not a single human 
being. No punks. No gangsters. 


"Let's go," Nikki said. 
Dari followed him down the street, trying to keep pace with him. Not too easy a task, Nikki's legs were so 
much longer, and he didn't give a shit if Dani could keep up or not. But Dani tried his best. He didn't want to be 


too far from him when the moon hid behind the next cloud. 


The noise resumed. Rustling, and crackling, and screeching. Dani looked left, then right, then back, and saw no- 


one. 


"You hear that?" 
"Yep." 


Great. At least this wasn't yet another hallucination. He was going to ask Nikki what it was, when he saw 
something dart from one porch to another, little feet going thok-thok-thok on the pavement. A shadow. The 
size of an average cat. Only it didn't look like a cat. Not in the slightest. 

"W-what was that?" 

"A rat," Nikki answered nonchalantly. "You got a cigarette?" 

"No... a rat?!" 

"Yeah. A gutter rat. Never seen one?" 

"Never seen such a big one!" 


"Well, look while you have a chance." 


Dari couldn't help looking around with a morbid kind of curiosity. Now that he knew where to look, he saw these 
shadows everywhere. Dashing to and fro along the street. Peeping out of cracks in the porches. Glittering litle 


eyes watching them out of strips of blackness between houses. Small beads, shining with cold, inhuman 


intelligence. Emotionless. 
Appraising. 
They were invaders on Rat Averue. 


"So big.. so many!" Dani quickened his pace. "I begin to believe all those stories about packs of rats eating men 


alive!" 


"Don't believe them. These fuckers here are huge, but even they wouldn't dare to attack a grown man. Even as 


small as you." 
Dari choked down this insult. It was no time to pick on Nikki's choice of words. Maybe later. 


"Though they could bring down a little kid when they're a pack,” Nikki cleared his throat and spit. "I think it 
happened here a couple of times. That's why guys here keep their doors closed" 


Dani shuddered. 
"Why don't they exterminate them?" 


"They can't. They're too many to go shooting them. Once they tried poison It had a totally unexpected effect. 
That's why they're so big here." 


Dari didn't ask any more questions. 

"And they're fucking cheeky!" Nikki added with a smirk a few seconds later. "Look at this mutha!" 

A huge rat ran out onto the middle of the road. No, it didn't run. It strolled Strolled across the road, stopped 
in the middle of it, right in front of them. As if it intended to block their way. When it stood up on its hind 


legs, it turned out to be Nikki's knee height. 


‘Its not a rat," Dani involuntarily slowed down. "Someone should invent a title for this species. I'm almost sure 


it knows what we were talking about." 
"Maybe it does. These bastards are smart." 


The noise stopped again. No screech, no rustle. All rat races adjourned. But Dani saw their eyes. They were still 


there. Watching. Waiting. 


"You sure they wouldn't.. attack?" 


"Never lived in the gutters, have you, Dani? At times it gives you more education than all the Lovecrafts, 


Crowleys and LaVeys of this world, baby. Come on. It's a simple overgrown rat" 

They approached it. It didn't move, only its whiskers trembled a little. Dani half expected Nikki to give it a kick 
And feared it, because he had an irrational but very strong premonition that then all the other rats would go 
at them. Rats from all over Clark Street. Hundreds of rats. Thousands. They would be buried under slimey 
grey bodies and gnawed to the bone by sharp litle teeth. 

But Nikki didn't do it. Instead he did the strangest thing. 

He bent down to the rat and harshly told it: 

"Out, bitch!" 


The rat squealed. Inched back Dani could swear it was in horror. It dropped back to all fours and rushed to the 


closest porch. 

Nikki straightened up. 

"Why did you stop, Dani? Come on!" 

Dari obeyed, but couldn't help looking back after a few steps. 


The rat had come back out onto the road. It was sitting on its haunches, there, in the middle, and watching 
them walk away. Silent. Motionless. 


This is not a simple rat, Dani thought. No matter what Sixx says. 
He turned away and sped up to catch up with Nikki. 


He had expected anything. Doors in the wall. A secret corridor in the cellar of one of the houses. Even a 


gateway to another world, since it was a night of wonders. 
But he hadn't expected Nikki to stop over a sewer hatch 

Somehow he just hadn't 

"Dani, maybe you stop staring and help me with it? It would be nice, you know" 
"We. we're going down there?" 


Nikki was squatting, so he had to look up at him. Once in a blue moon. But his half-smile was as derisive as 


ever. 


"You're afraid to get your clean British little ass dirty, huh, Dani?" 
Dari squatted beside him. 


"Just couldn't believe you guys keep such a great book so deep in shit," he said, helping Nikki move the lid. It 
was heavy. Abnormally heavy. But then, nothing in this street was normal. 


"Well, do you smell shit, Dani?" 


Oddly enough, Dani didn't. Nor did he smell the usual mossy dampness. The smell coming out of the hatch was 
that of smoke. Smoke and something else, something sweet, something that made him almost high. 


"No." 

"See. You're jumping to conclusions. You see the ladder? Great. Then what are you waiting for?" 

"Hosts first," Dani protested with a nervous smile. 

"Yeah?" Nikki raised his eyebrow. "And you will close the lid?" 

Dani knew he couldn't. Damn. He looked down into the hatch. He didn't see much, but the well 

seemed deep. Real deep. And there was no water sparkling in the moonlight glow as it should be. 

Dari sighed and put his foot on the ladder rung. 

"Good boy. Don't miss a rung there. It's a long fall from here, and there's no water down at the bottom." 


"Thank you.. dude," Dani gave him a sarcastic smile. "You made me feel so much better." 


Nikki laughed. His laughter echoed, and the echo went bouncing between the walls, back and forth along the 


narrow street. 

"Go faster." 

Dari began climbing down, as cautiously a he could, taking a few moments to find each lower rung and make 
sure his foot is secure on it. The light was a silver circle above his head. Then a dark silhouette shielded the 
better part of it. Nikki was going down after him, Dani figured. But that meant.. 

"If you close the lid.. hey, there'll be no light!" 


Soft laughter. 


"Dani, you're slow, you know that?" 


"Lay off" 
"How suave. What, you're claustrophobic?" 
"Nah * 

"Afraid of darkness?" 


"| said lay off. Now that | think of it, thats even cool. | won't have to peer at 


your arse every time | look up." 

More laughter. 

"What's so wrong with my.. arse?" 

"It's yours." 

Snicker. 

"Well, thank your lucky star, Dani. The arse is out of sight 
CLANNNG! 


The light disappeared. 


Dari stopped for a few moments, fighting off the feeling that he was in the middle of void - the feeling that 


always hit him when he couldn't see. Then Nikki's impatient voice urged him on: 


"Go, Dani! I'm almost stepping on your hands!" 


Dani bit down on his lip and continued his descent, gripping onto the rungs even tighter. His palms were 


beginning to get slick Oh dear. What a fine way to end your life - falling to your death from the ladder in a 


sewer pipel 
"If you don't screw your eyes like that, you'll have better balance." 
Dani snarled soundlessly. Then had a second thought. 


"Hey there!" 
"Yeah? Don't stop, baby, don't stop." 


"How do you know l'm screwing my eyes?" 


Snort: 

"| see you are. 

"You see?! There's no light in here! Not a single ray!" 

"Actually, there is some light," Nikki's breath was light and even, while Dani could hardly hear him past his own 
raspy exhales. "If you had to spend a right or two here, your eyes would get adjusted as well," another snort 


“That is, of you weren't screwing them." 


"You're just nonhuman, Nikki," Dani said wearily. "You're some bloody monster. You're my fucking song come to 


life. You're my payback" 

"You're drunk" 

"Yes. And tired And sweating. 

"Just keep moving down ‘til | tell you to stop. We're almost there. 

"Keep moving down Easy to say. What if the rungs end? | won't even see it!" 


"I will. Although," there was that smirk in his voice again, "you'd have to keep moving for many hours, l'm 


afraid. The well is deep, and the ladder stretches to the very bottom of it" 
"What's there, at the bottom?" 

"The bottom." 

"Thanks, smartass." 

"Look, he knows how to pronounce this word normally!" 

"Fuck you, Nikki." 

"Can't believe you want to." 

Dari couldn't help giggling. 

"Fuck you again" 


"Ill give it a thought. But don't hope too much." 


Dani's laughter sounded so weird in there. But he found out that if you listened to your echo, it wasn't so bad. 
The echo told you that you wasn't in the void. It told you the walls were pretty close, pretty much all around 
you. It gave you the feeling of reality. 


The smoky smell was getting stronger. The sweet smell accompanying it began to seem familiar. Something like 


aroma candles. Like incenses. But slightly different. Dani liked it. 

A few more minutes of silence filled with their breathing echoing on the walls. And then a short command: 
"Halt!" 

Just when Dani was beginning to get used to it. 


There was some noise above him. Some metallic clanging. And then there was a SCREEEE/ - and there was 


light. 


It wasn't bright, but Dani couldn't see for a few seconds all the same. Then he began to distinguish the things 


surrounding him. Concrete walls of the well. Metal frame of the ladder. 
A shiny oval doorway a few rungs above his head. Nikki standing in the doorway. 
"Get up here. Or are you staying to live there?" 


Dari reached the doorway in a second, and Nikki helped him in - practically pulled him in. Then he closed the 
metal door behind them. 


But Dani managed to have a look before he did it. Where they were, the walls were still concrete.. but why did 
it look like a couple of tens of feet lower they turned to solid ancient stone? And though there was enough 
light now, he still couldn't see the bottom. 

But he could feel yet another smell coming up from there. Not smoke. And not shit. 

Something worse than shit. 

Its not a sewer pipe," he said, addressing no-one in particular. But Nikki responded. 

"No, it's not. Just some disguise." 

Dari turned to him. 


"What's there at the bottom, Nikki? Seriously?" 


Nikki shrugged. 


"Nothing pretty. Lets go." 


And Dani followed him down the corridor they now were in. Thinking that, maybe, curiosity was a sin. Knowing 


Nikki had told him the truth. Something that smelt like that just couldn't be pretty. 

A few seconds later he spoke up again 

"Okay, Nikki, hands down - | can't see the lamps. Will you now tell me where they are?" 
"There are none’ 


"Aha. You're gonna tell me my eyes have already adjusted. Sixx, that's absurd. Where does this light come 


from?" 


"The walls," Nikki said, running his fingers over the grainy surface. "It's the bedrock that gives it off. 
Whaddayacallit.. phosphorescent." 


Dani was going to laugh it off, then had a better look. 
That really was the walls. 


Shining with soft shimmerirg light, reddish, but not to the point where it began to irritate 


your eyes. Quite what one needed after that damn well. 

Phosphorescent bedrock. 

Under downtown LA. 

"Hey, Nikki.. | ain't no geologist.. But isn't it a bit.. shallow for this kind of rock?" 

"How the fuck should | know?" Nikki shrugged. "How deep d'ya think we are, anyways?" 
A good question 

"Maybe it was engrafted. | wasn't here when this tunnel was made." 

They walked in silence for a while. 

"Nikki." 


"Aye." 


"You sure you'll be able to open that lid? When we go back up, | mean?" 
Nikki gave a short laugh. 


"Dani you are something else! The guy is going to see a book that ninety percent of mortals never will.. and 


what is he thinking of? A fucking sewer hatch lidl" 
Dari swallowed this. Fair enough. 

"No fear. We'll go up another way." 

"There i another way!" 

"Of course." 

"Without rats? Without sewer hatches?" 

Nikki's eyes were sparkling with laughter. 

"Yeah, right" 

"Then why the hell.. WHY THE HELL!" 


"Easy, Dani. Easy. Mainly because this one's the shortest. And then.. | thought a guy like you might like some 


adventure. The vibe here, you know?" 

"A guy like me! What do you know about what kind of guy | am?" 

Nikki shrugged again. 

| saw one of your videos." 

Now, that's interesting! 

‘Oh yes?" 

‘Oh yes. | was at a friend's house yesterday, and he likes that kind of.. music." 

Dani couldn't get over the feeling that the slight pause was entirely calculated. Yet another mild insult. But he 
had discovered that if you left such taunts without notice, a normal talk with Sixx wasn't such an impossible 


thing. 


He wasn't going to give him the pleasure of seeing him fume. 


"So what did you watch?" 


Dari was practically sure Nikki would try to piss him off again. The your-songs-suck-why-would-| bother- 
remembering-titles type of stuff. 


But Nikki simply said: 


"He shoved all kinds of shit onto me - censored shit, uncensored shit, live shit, tour bus shit.. So | picked the 
good shit. ‘From The Cradle To Enslave' uncensored. He said it was the ugliest thing of all." 


Dani smirked. 

"So was it?" 

"Ugly? Yep. If that's what you wanted with it, you hit the nail right on the head" 

"So you didn't like it?" 

Nikki smiled 

"Who said | didn't? There are four well-stacked bare-titted chicks in there. It has to be good" 
"Thanks." 


Some more silence. Dani was slowly regaining his composure. Curiosity and excitement were getting over fear 
and unease. The place had its charm. And even when Nikki spoke, his soft pensive voice didn't break it. 


"But you have such a weird vision of Satan and Hell.” 

Dari gave him a perplexed glance, and Nikki explained: 

"In that video." 

"Ah. Why strange?" 

"You made him a monster." 

"Satan?" Dani shrugged. "But isn't he the Great Beast?" 

Nikki didn't respond for a while, and Dani already thought he wasn't going to answer, when he said: 


"He's an angel, you know." 


"Par don?.." 
"Satan. He is an angel. A fallen angel. He might be terrible.. but that shouldn't suggest he's not beautiful" 


"Well, that's your vision. You have yours, | have mine. Its not that anyone has seen him, anyway. | mean.. who 


lived to tell?" 


Dari meant this to be a joke. But Nikki didn't laugh. He had that little smile on his face, and Dani just didn't know 
what to make of it" 

"You mean, who has ever gone to Hell and made it back?" a strange, really strange smile. "Well, maybe there 
are some.. Your idea of Hell is funny, Dani. Why is your Hell full of cripples? Cripples go to Heaven. They are 
humble. They are sufferers. Theirs is the Kingdom of God. And Hell." Nikki finally laughed, and the laugh was 
even stranger. “Hell is full of beautiful people, Dani. Packed with beautiful people." 

He didn't say anything else, but the ending of the phrase hung in the air, so Dani simply read it aloud: 


"Like you and me." 

Nikki gave him a funny look. 

"More or less." 

l just can't hold my tongue tonight, Dani thought. Must be the stress 

The corridor was winding. And its floor had an almost imperceptible but steady slope to it. They still were going 
down. 

"Is it a long way from here?" 

"A couple of minutes." 


"What is this book, Nikki?" 


"A really big one. A really old one. A bit scary. A good deal dangerous. You could 
figure it all yourself” 


"Who wrote it if not Lovecraft? Abdul Al Hazred?" 


"It doesn't have his testimony. Lovecraft invented the Mad Arab. This book is just a collection of spells and 


descriptions. Well, you'll see." 
The light began to change, growing stronger, acquiring a new quality. Changing its hue to bluish. 


"Who wrote it, Sixx?" 


"Dani, you think I'm God? You think | know everything?" 


"No. | think you're the Devil. And | think you know more than you tell. | also think you're pulling my leg on this 


one. 


Without any warning, Nikki shoved him into a niche in the rock. Dari gasped, a steel-firm grip on his throat 
choking him. 


"You called me a liar, kid? Is that what you just did?" 
I'm not your kid!" Dani hissed. "l'm nobody's kid l'm fuckin’ thirty And let me go!" 


The grip tightened. Dani's vision blurred. He didn't even have the time to get afraid He only thought, Oh, thats 
great.. and the thought was turning over and over in his quickly darkening mind. 


"| know you're not my kid," Nikki's voice was terribly calm. "I'd never be doing this to my kid Since you're not.. | 


might squash your throat Dani. And if | leave you here.. no-one will ever find you." 


He'll toss me into the well, Dani thought airily, feeling his eyes water. Heil just toss me into that well, and 
whatever's there at the bottom will feed on me. 


"What do you think of it, Dani?" 
"Then, | guess, I'll see you in hell, mate," Doni croaked, half delirious. 
The choking pressure suddenly disappeared. Dani broke into a coughing fit, clawing at his throat. 


"You're tougher than you look," Nikki's voice wasn't mad. Wasn't derisive. If anything, it was reassuring. With 


just a tint of good humor. What a guy. "I like that. | seriously do." 
Dani's coughing slowly subsided, and he looked at Nikki. Trying to put as much scorn into his words as he could. 
"You think | care?" 


"Yeah," Nikki answered with the easiness that made Dani's blood boil. "I think you do. You know what, pal, your 


make-up is running.” 
Dani knew it was. 
"That's my eyes that are running. Why, | wonder.. have | been choked recently?" 


"Ah, so much acid.. Let me help you." 


Dani sighed when Nikki pushed his hair out of his face. 

"Look up at me." 

Dari did. Nikki's thumb brushed under his eye, probably wiping away an eyeliner-blackened trail 
"At least you've got the decency to clean up the mess you've made, Sixx." 

Nikki laughed softly. 


| always do. Responding to your assumptions," his fingers traveled down Dani's cheek. Dani wasn't sure it was 
yet another black trail that was the reason for that. "I'm not the Devil. And I'm not pulling your chain," Nikki's 
fingers pushed his chin up, making him throw his head 

back. "I don't know who wrote this book. It's older than anything | know. Older than modern Christianity or 
Satanism. Just like this thing you're wearing," Nikki toyed with the pentagram. His left hand. His right one was 
up at Dani's neck, stroking it. Going over the trace his grip must have left. Dani didn't dare resist. Besides, it 


felt nice. Really nice. 
"My pentagram?" 


"Yeah. The five point star. It's peak up, it means defense, its peak down, it means attack, 
and thats older than any conscious concept of Satan.. although not older than Satan himself" 


Nikki's palm rubbed against his chest, almost burning him through the fishnet shirt that turned out to be so 
awfully thin. Next to no cover at all. His nipples hardened, and he knew Nikki could feel it when his palm went 
over them. His face felt hot, and he guessed he was flushed, and he hoped his make-up didn't let it show.. 


Nikki stepped back, letting him go. 

"Come on," he said. "It's just a corner Turn away." 

| hate this man, Dani thought with surprising lucidity. / just plain hate him 

He hurried up after Nikki, trying to think of his grandma naked, or about what Sharon would do to him when 
he came back, or about rats. Rats did the trick, and it was a good thing, because somehow getting to read a 
book like Necronomicon sporting a boner just didn't seem right. 

He was asking himself why he had gotten a boner at all, since there was no girl in this situation, when they 
approached the room the bluish light came from. And then they entered it, and Dani forgot about this 
question. He forgot about thinking at all. 


This wasn't a room. This was a temple. 


High, high ceiling. Impeccably even walls - there were five of them, the room was a pentagon. In each corner, 


there was a massive pillar. And the walls between pillars were covered in paintings up to the top. 

Later Dari tried to remember what was painted there, and couldn't. But he remembered that it had scared 
him. Scared him, and shocked him, and even disgusted him. And yet it was so beautiful, he couldn't take his 
eyes of it. So beautiful, it had even hurt him. Made him want to cry. 

The pillars were made of a similar rock as the corridor walls, only the light they gave off was a tint of blue 
and much stronger. It still wasn't enough to illuminate the whole big pentagon, though; but when Dani made 
himself turn away from the paintings, he could see what else was there in the room. 

A lot of stone banks and shelves near the walls - on the shelves, there were candles. Tens, maybe, hundreds 
of them. An altar at the far end of the room - also stone, something carved in it. Dani couldn't make out what 
exactly. More candles surrounded the altar, secured in tall chandeliers. And behind the altar there was a dais 
that looked like a rostrum. There was something upon it. Something dark. 

"Holy shit." Dani drawled in an awestruck whisper. 

Sixx, who obviously didn't give a flying fuck if it was a temple or not, laughed aloud. 

"Wrong, dude! Nothing of this shit's holy!" 

He stretched, yawned and commanded: 

"Lights!" 

Ard all the candles lit up at once. 

Dani gasped. There was something hypnotic in this sight. Something unreal. As if the night sky had been upset, 


pulled upside down ard left this way. So that the scattering of stars you were used to seeing above your head 


was all of a sudden down at your knees. 
"How did you do that, Nikki?" 


The reddish-yellow glow of candles mixed with the cyan shimmering coming from the pillars and cast fancy 
lightshades around the room. 


"Just an old trick. You like it?" 
"Yes." 


"Always makes me think of a concert hall during a ballad. You know, when everyone's holding their lighters up.” 


Dani wasn't listening. He was looking at the front of the altar. Now he could see what was carved there. 
A symmetrical cross. Such a big plus sign. Locked in a flawless, ideal circle. 

That was the sign he had seen before. 

"What is this?" he pointed at it. "What does this mean?" 

Nikki clicked his tongue, walking up to him. 


"Such a smart kid, and so undereducated. This is the sign of the Black Mass. Thats what it is. | figure, you've 


never been to one." 


"No.." Dani stared at it. Stared at the chandeliers. Seven candles in each. "Seven candles because of the seven 


deadly sins?" 
"Maybe. Or, maybe, it just looks good. It's going to get hotter, Dani. Take off your jacket" 


Dari looked ever at him and noticed he had gotten rid of his denim one. His arms were a picture hall, as was 


his chest - as much as Dani could see through a small black vest he had on. 
"Where would | put it?" 

"Just toss it on the floor.” 

"Oh no!" 

"Hey, its pretty much clean here." 

"You don't understand," Dani looked around in awe. "l.. just can't!" 

Laughter. Dani felt his presence behind his back. 


"Of course you can," large hands slid the jacket off his shoulders and let it fall to the black marble floor. "See, 


that was easy." 
"Where's the book?" Dani asked, shivering, feeling Nikki's breath on his hair. 
“There. Behind the altar. Go look at it" 


Dari hesitated. He didn't know why. Something set him off. Maybe it was the paintings. Maybe it was the way 
Nikki turned on the lights. Maybe it was something else. 


Nikki took him by the hand. Dry, hot palm. 
‘Can't believe you're such a chicken, Dani. Let's go." 


He led him around the altar to the dais. The dais that really must have been some kind of a rostrum. A pulpit. 
Because upon it, there lay a book. 


The book. 


It was large. Over a foot long, almost a foot wide. And thick. It must be really heavy, Dani thought, staring at 
its cover. Which wasn't black as he had expected it to be. No. It was greyish yellow. 


With growing weakness, Dani understood that it really was skin 
"It looks so strong," he whispered. "How come.. if it's so old.. It must be crumbling from touch.." 


"Well, touch it. And satisfy yourself that it isn't" 


“Can |?" 


"Dani, you think | made you take such a refreshing journey so that you could look at it from a safe distance? 


Touch it. Read it. Just try not to read stuff aloud. That's not too safe - especially for a first-timer. 
Dani nodded. Reached out a hand tentatively. Touched the cover. 

And gasped, pulling his hand back, inching away. 

Because he felt the life under his fingers. 

Just a moment ago, the book was dead A thing. An inanimate object. Now, it was alive. It was breathing. 
And it pulled at him. Bid him come closer. Bid him touch again 

So he did. 


He opened the heavy, gold-incrusted cover. He peered at the pages covered with large symbols, dark dirty 


brown letters that, he knew, had once been wine red. Letters of a language he didn't know.. 
„or did he?. 
„because if he didn't know it, why could he read it?. 


~ because he was reading it.. 


„pages rustling.. 


„The ones that dwell n the deepest places of the world are called the Crawlers. They are the offspring of the 
Great Serpent, whom Abyssinians call the Great Worm, and they eat the Earth from the inside and feed on its 
blood and gore. Hideous is their appearance, their ascent brings cities to ruins. Use the formulae below to summon 
them up from their dwelling.. but hark! they are the world's downfall, and theirs the Earth shall be when Man will 


long be forgotten and his empires crumble to dust and ashes. Grieve, oh, grieve when those born to crawl learn 


how to walk.. 

„rustle... 

„Wherever the work of ancient Evil is done, youll see Rats. Only a fool would neglect or disregard them, for they 
are an Elder Tribe. They pass wisdom in their line that no human memory shall ever be able to preserve. They 
feed on Fear. They feed on Despair. They feed on Lies, and Spite, and Lust. But most willingly they feed on Hatred 
Befriend them, and they will be your companions until your dying day. Use them to cast plaque, and pestilence, and 
lepra, for that is in their power fo do.. 

„rustle... 

~ The Elders called her Bathna, Odem, Amorpha and Lamia, but she has always called herself Lilth Lilith, the 
infanticide, the proud, the beautiful, the terrible. Made of earth on the first day of creation, the firstborn, the 
equal of Adam. She is powerful. She will fulfill your every wish But the one who calls Lilth's name in the formula, 
will belong to her forever. For ardent is her love, and jealous, and undying, and such as no mortal man can bear for 
long She will give you strength, she will bring you fortune, she will return you youth. Lilith, Mother of Daemons, in 
the dark of the night of sin | invoke thee.. 

"Shut up!" 

Dari twitched as a hand gripped him by the upper arm, so tight that it hurt. 

"Let me go!" 

"Look at me. LOOK AT MElI! 

Dari turned his head involuntarily. These impossible eyes caught his stare and didn't let go. Dani sighed. 

"I heard you got a wife." 


"l. almost do." 


"You want your chick to die - you read on" 


Dani flinched, terrible understanding cutting through his numbness. The book's pages trembled Dani thought he 


heard a far-off whisper. Passionate. Impatient. 
"Nol" 
Nikki turned the page. 


"That bitch is jealous," he explained softly. "Once she gets you, she won't leave any of your family alive. And | 


asked you not to read aloud." 


You told me not to read aloud, Dani thought, turning back to the book Nikki didn't let go of his shoulder, and 
the book didn't suck him in so deep anymore. 

.. Some of those who walk the Earth are Mortals. Their lives are short, and they spend them in suffering and self- 
denial, preparing themselves for the afterlife most of them will never have. Others are Immortals. Theirs is the 


Eternity, and they live their lives in cycles, watching the Mortals, changing with them. 

And there are Mortals who were born to be reborn 

From their very birth, they are denied Wherever they go, they are not welcome, and whatever they do, they are 
not praised, and their mother will abandon them in their infancy, and their father will not want to know of them. 


That is because they were never meant to belong fo the world of Mortals they were born into. 


Fortunate are those who can fell a future Reborn and accept him as he is. For they do not forget associates as 
they do not forget foes And once they are reborn, they are above any power. No-one has power over them, and 
no-one has the power to stop them. Wild they run, and unheld, and bless and kill at will For they are the kin of 
the Master of This World. the kin of Lucifer, the kin of Lilith 

And for all the suffering, privations and torment they have passed, they are given Wings. 


Dari closed his eyes. He was feeling a bit dizzy. The book was talking to him, whispering to him, tugging at him, 
and Nikki's hand on his shoulder was his only anchor in reality. 


"I think I've had enough for tonight," he said weakly. 


"Good sense of measure," the hand squeezed his shoulder gently. "The first time | read it, | blacked out beside 


it" Laughter. "Or, maybe, | blacked out because | was on smack." 
"Close it," Dani asked him. "I can't." 


Nikki shut the book. 


And the whispers were gone. 


Dari drew a deep sigh. Screwed his eyes, then opened them wide. 


He still was dizzy. 

Nikki left his side, walking back to the altar. Dani slowly followed him. His legs were so not to be trusted light 
now. When he was passing the altar, they almost gave way, and he had hold on to the smooth stone to keep 
his feet.. 

„Only it wasn't all that smooth 


Dari felt a little groove under his fingers. Such a narrow groove chiseled in stone. He moved back a bit to look 
at it. Yes, a groove.. and Dani thought he knew what it was for. If only he weren't so dizzy.. 


It was a spout.. 

Yes, a spout in the altar.. 

For blood. 

Dani's eyes widened, his finger still tracing the pout. He tore it off the stone. Brought it to his eyes. 
Stared at the thin rusty coating that covered its tip. 

The spout had been used pretty recently. 

The altar.. 

"Nikki?" 

The echo was deafening. The world swayed. What was going on?! 

"Ah. | see you found the Boss's leftovers.” 

"You kill here.. you kill people here?" 

"But of course." 

The room swirled around, bright, eye-cutting visions piercing through his mind. The room full of people... hot, 
stuffy air.. chants.. 

Salute, o Satana! 0 Rebellione! 

Tall, 


dark figures, surrounding the altar, on which a pale human body is lying spread-eagle.. 


0 Forca Vendice - della Ragione! 


Vikki there, at the pulpit, her hair thrown back, her eyes burning.. she's singing... singing.. her voice holds the 


same murderous beauty as the paintings on the walls.. 

Sacri a te salgano - gli incensie i voti. 

Vic in the corner, the pillar's shimmering light turning his blonde hair to silver.. fast, disturbing beat coming 
from the big drum before him.. His lips are drawn back in a sneer, sweat beading all over his skin, his wet hair 
in his face, his arms flying up and down almost too fast for a human eye to catch the movement.. 

Hai vinto il Geove - Dei sacerdoti! 

A knife, wielded in a hand lifted above the altar, flashes with reflected light... it goes down.. down.. down.. 

Dani screamed, clutching his head. 

“Take it easier, Dani. You just got something to write another song about." 

Where was he? Dani couldn't see him, and his voice seemed to be coming from everywhere. He looked around 
desperately, and his eyes stopped on the chandelier candles, thick, and running, and so sickeningly white... 
cadaver white.. 


"These candles." 


"Didn't | say this kid was smart? Yes, Dani, that's what you think. That's humon fat. The part even | don't 
like..but people have their traditions. It's not for me to break them" 


There he was, right at his back. Dani relaxed a bit.. 
And tensed again, as Nikki's fingers pushed his hair away from his neck, and Nikki's lips landed a kiss there. 


"Heyl" he tried to break away, but his limbs weren't fully co-operating. A little laugh right at his ear. An arm 
around his waist, a hand on his stomach, pressing his back against the heated flesh. 


"Hey yourself” 


"What are you doing, Nikki?" Dani whispered, still trying to squirm out of his hold, realizing with horror, that 


there was no chance for him to do it. "Do you even know what you're doing?!" 


"Sure. I'm taking advantage of the state you are in.. which, I'm afraid, isn't all that fit for fighting,” 


"What is it? What is happening to me?." 
"You are drugged." 
"How?.." 


"That human fat there.. stinks like shit when melting. They add tons of aroma stuff to these candles. Too bad 


some of it has really weird side effects.. But you know, folks here generally don't mind." 

"No." Dani clenched his teeth. "Not the candles.. you're breathing it, too." 

More laughter, and these hands pulling his shirt up were just too hot. 

"Dani, after all the shit | have put through my system.. I'm immune to it. What l'm not immune to..." a hand 
squirmed under his shirt, and Dani's legs turned to water, and he had to lean back on Nikki in order not to fall. 
Had to put his head on Nikki's shoulder. "What I'm not immune to is sudden desires." 

A thumb going over the waistband of his pants. Dani wheezed. 

"No... No. Nikki. No.." 

A sigh. 

"Or not that sudden" 

Nikki turned him around, one arm still on his waist, the other one over his shoulders, his palm between Dani's 
shoulder blades. Dani set his palms against that tattooed chest, trying to push away and failing miserably. 


"Don't look away. Don't you dare look away.” 


"Don't shout!" Dani moaned. The echo hurt his ears, made his head ache. He looked up, as Nikki wanted him to, 
just to stop Nikki from raising his voice again. 


Yellow, red and violet shadows danced over Nikki's face, painting his skin different colors and tinctures.. but not 


his eyes. His eyes were the same steel, merciless, cold, deep, enchanting blue. 


"| always get what | want. One way or the other. | want you, Doni. And fuck, I'll have you. If you want it the 
hard way, let it be so. | like playing it rough," he grasped a handful of Dani's hair, rudely, carelessly, Dani's eyes 
narrowing from pain. "You can keep resisting, too. That'll be a fine little game. | will hurt you. Hurt you a lot. But 
if that's what you choose, I'm fine with it" 


Dari didn't doubt he was fine with it. His hand began throbbing again, the pain woken up by tension in his 


muscles. He couldn't do anything. He was drowning, drowning in these cold, cold eyes.. 


But, maybe, they weren't so cold? 


"Or we could do it differently. We could do it together. We could make it a pleasure for us both. You could let 
me in. Could let me be your.. friend," he let go of Dani's hair, ran his hand down his back, tracing his spine with 
his index finger, making Dani gasp. "Well.. your special friend" 


Dari strained, trying his best to push Nikki away, but the only result of it was that the punctures on his hand 
that had almost closed, opened up and began bleeding again. 
"Why are you doing this to me?!" 


"Because | want it," a pause. The look in these eyes getting warmer by the second. "Because you want it 
Now these eyes were almost bedroom blue. And when Nikki's fingers tangled in his hair, and Nikki's palm cupped 
his arse - your ass, Dani, here in LA thats an ass.. - and when his fast stiffening cock pushed through his 
leathers right against Nikki's thigh, - then there was no more denying he wanted it. 

Dani's hands crawled up and threaded behind Nikki's neck. 

Nikki's smile, his good smile, it was so awesome. 

"Great, Dani. Perfect." 

He leaned in, and Dari put his face up, closed his eyes and opened his lips for him. 

The kiss was hard. Aggressive. Greedy. Dani gasped, sucking Nikki's tongue in together with the air, and then 
they couldn't part from each other, and Dani liked it, he loved it, even though he knew his lips would be all 
swollen, and bruised, and parched after this, even though Nikki's mouth was bitter from whisky and bad 
tobacco, even though he was almost out of breath. 

Even though he was so dizzy. 


He wanted it. He so wanted it. 


Nikki broke the kiss and bit Dani's lower lip. Dani cried out softly. Nikki chuckled and nibbled his way down to 
Dani's throat, where nibbles turned to sharp bites, making Dani cry out again. His body trembled, left at the 
mercy of Nikki's hands - tireless hands. Hot. Hot. Hot. Nikki was a force, an unstoppable insane force taking over 
his body, his mind, his soul. 

Yes. hell yes. 


He never knew there was so much bliss in surrender. 


Nikki began walking them towards the altar. A weak wave of repulsion rose inside Dani and died away at once. 


No more fooling himself. He knew he would take Nikki in anywhere. On the altar, on the pulpit, on the floor. On 


Necronomicon itself, if Nikki wanted him there. 


The sign on the altar shone with golden light that was turning to fiery red fast. Dani wasn't sure, but he 
thought the paintings on the walls started moving. Living their own life. 


Fuck that. 
Nikki grabbed his hips, lifted him off the ground and seated him on the altar. The stone was surprisingly warm. 
"Hands up." 


Dari obeyed, let him pull his fishnet off him. Buried his face in Nikki's jet-black mane, muffling his moan as 
Nikki's teeth found his nipples. 


Threw his head back, tugging on Nikki's wiry hair, moaning aloud, again and again. 

Nikki looked up. Pushed him on the chest. 

"Down." 

Dari fell back onto the altar, his arms spread wide. His skin had gotten so hypersensitive that he could feel 
every finest grain of stone pressing against it. His eyes stared into the ceiling, and it had paintings on it too, 
and these paintings were also moving. 

"This stuff in the candles... is it hallucinogenic?" 

That's his voice? So low, and choked, and raspy.. 

"No. | know why you're asking. You're not hallucinating, kid," a hand traveled down his stomach right to the 
buckle of his pants and undid it. "The temple has come to life. It feels a sacrifice is about to be made." 
Laughter. Soft laughter, sending Dani into shivers. "You, Dani. You're my little offering." 


Yes, Mikki Yes, | am. Take me. Take me, and be merciful 


His pants were being slid off him. Dani arched his back. Because he wanted to make it easier for Nikki to slide 


them off; and because callused fingertips running over his thighs and buttocks made him arch anyway. 
There. He was as naked as in his first seconds on Earth. And still hot. Hot, panting, shivering, waiting. 
"That's it, Dani." 


And that was it. He was thrown open, intruded, invaded, filled. He screamed, his eyes wide, his fingers clawing at 
the stone. It hurt, it hurt, it hurt, hurt, hurt. and oh, how precious the pain was. 


"No looking away, Dani." 

"No," Dani echoed brokenly. "No looking away." 

He locked his gaze onto these eyes, cyan now, plunging into him as deep as that burning hardness between his 
legs. His legs that were wound around Nikki's waist, his calves crossed upon his buttocks, pressing Nikki closer, 
urging him to go deeper. Nikki's hands gripped his hips, kneading the pliable flesh, steadying him against the 
hammering thrusts. 

The delight of destruction. The delight of being destroyed. 

Dari screamed again, and bucked into pain/pleasure, not able to see anything but the blue, that silken blue, that 
crystal clear blue. He thrashed on the stone plate, yelling for more, as the thrusts went faster, and the rush 
of sensations began to build up to the breaking point for him. 

"Mine," a low, guttural snarl. "Here. Now. Mine." 

"Yours," Dani groaned. "More!" 

And there was more, and yet more, and a long, shameless yell tore out of Dani as the pleasure wave hit him, 
twisting his body, blurring his mind, blowing him away. An unbearably bright flash of light flooded the room - 
or did it explode before his eyes only? And there was a growl, wild, raucous, deafening, and he felt a hot splash 
inside him, and he fell onto the stone, exhausted, hollow, aching. And happy. 

His eyes were closed He felt a light jerk and guessed that Nikki pulled out of him. His lower half was all raw 
and burning. He knew he was bleeding. And he didn't care. He smirked, thinking of the spout on the altar. 
Thinking that it was in use again. 


He didn't hear Nikki's steps, but he felt him move over to his side. His breath getting closer. A light kiss on the 
lips. Chuckle. 


"You got lipstick all over your chin" 
"Hl live with that" 

Laughter. 

“Awesome, Dani. Brilliant.” 

"Just what | think" 


A finger tracing lazy patterns on his stomach. Dani gave a sated smile. 


"Not ticklish, are you?" snicker. "By the way, you might want to know.. | got in touch with Tommy. He'll pick you 
up at 2 PM at Franklin Plaza" 


"Fine. And how late is it now?" 


"You mean how early?" a half-smile in that voice, but it was okay, because everything was okay now. Every 


little thing. 

"Alright, how early." 

"My guess it its a little after five. You think you can walk?" 

Fucker. 

"Not yet. Are we in a hurry? Is some high priest on his way here to kick your ass for desecrating the place?" 
"Dani, you're out of you mind? Ah, yeah. Well, that's understandable," what a cocky, piggish, conceited fucker. 
"You can't desecrate this place. It's a temple of sin, for fuck's sake. No, we're not in a hurry. Take your time. 


Ill take a break as well. To unwind, you know. | rather like this place.’ 


‘Oh you do." Maybe he was serious. Maybe a guy like Nikki could feel cozy in a place like this. Dani could believe 
in anything right now. 


"Yeah. That's one of the few. very few places where | can just unwind and be myself" 

"Yourself" Dani sighed "And who are you, Nikki?" 

"You asked me before" 

"| never got any decent answer: 

"You got the only answer there is" 

Dani's eyes were still closed, but he felt the light sinking. He felt the space before his eyes darken, like people 
feel it when you shield their closed eyes with a hand. Felt it even through his eyelids. Something threw a 
shadow over his face. 

secs 


A slight change in Nikki's tone made Dani open his eyes. 


"OH" he gasped. "OHHH" 


And he sat up in a jerk, and his jaw dropped, and he froze, staring at Nikki, wide-eyed. 


Staring at small lightnings slithering over that body, running over the tattoos that now seemed emerald, ruby 
and sapphire inlays in the tan wood of his skin. Staring at the blue flame gushing out of these eyes. Staring at 
the ageless face shining with frightening, inhuman beauty. 


At big, black, leathery wings unraveling behind Nikki's back. Huge wings. Layer after layer of membranous 
tissue smoothed out and stretched with a flopping sound, and the wings still kept spreading. They hid half the 
world from sight. 


"By the way," only his voice stayed the same - the careless easiness in it made such a wild contrast with 

what he had turned into.. no, Dani corrected himself, unable to take his eyes off him, with what he had always 
been "Big Boss says your requests will be granted" A smile flashed, and Dani saw fangs, real fangs, nothing like 
his funny little dental job. Fangs that were meant for tearing raw flesh. Maybe, human flesh. "He's amused. He 
says you're the only one who prayed for his family before he prayed for fame and money. You're such a nice 


guy, Dani, you made Satan's heart throb." 


And staring at him, unable to move or make a sound, dumbstruck, Dani slowly realized that Nikki, indeed, was 


the most special friend he could have ever gotten. 


CREDITS: / have used excerpts from "Necronomicon" by Howard P. Lovecraft in this story. | have also used a song 
by Manowar, "The Bridge Of Death" for Danis prayer in the first chapter - | know the actual words for the 
Satanic prayer in Russian, but | was too lazy to translate. :-P The excerpt from LaVey isn’t exact, because it is a 


back-translation from Russian. 


Devon came back at twenty minutes to midnight 


‘Looking good," she noted when he opened the door to her. "You ready? Im in a hurry. Kind of. Not that anyone is 
going to care if Im late.. but | hate to be late." 


"Yep," Dani picked up his jacket. "Lets go. And, by the way, your money," he handed her the two hundred. "The 
bellboy said it was going to be included in the bill." 

Devon nodded absent-mindedly, putting the money in her pocket. 

"I know," she said, locking the door behind them. 

"You knew?" Dani shrugged "Why did you leave if, then?" 

Devon winked at him. 

"Wanted to give you a chance to run off before Im back. h case you would want to. You men are tricky animals." 
"Ah. L. " Dani was stuck for words. "l. appreciate it" 


She nodded again, pressing the elevator button 


Down in the lobby, Dani waited at the door while she was sorting it out with the clerk. The draft from the door 
was cold Hs hair still wasn’t quite dry, and chilly night air made him shiver. 


He was going to react pretty inadequately to any kind of air movement these next few days 

Devon came up to hm and handed hm the keys 

"What's that?" 

'Even if everything goes as planned, youtl have to come back here tonight before Tommy picks you up. Besides," 
Devon grinned, ‘you left your litte black bag up there. Youre not gonna leave your make-up kit to one of the 


maids, are your" 


Dani winced and shook his head no. The little black bag was on the bedside table now, covering the dent. At the 
bottom of it, buried under his make-up kit, lay the book and the candle he would never want fo touch again 


Hs bravery had evaporated. Vanished into thin air. He needed to get over it. Either forget about it or convince 
himself it hadn't been real Otherwise hed lose the rest of his sanity. 


There was a limo waiting outside. Devon was a bit too easy about wasting money for a former Alice Cooper back- 
up singer, Dani thought, getting inside it. She was sitting near him on a seat, and the seat probably cost more than 
all the clothes she had on thrown together. She looked such a stranger fo the environment, sitting in that posh limo 
in her slogan t-shirt and old washed-out blue jeans, and a leather jacket that was pretty worn down on the 
elbows. But she didnt seem fo care. She obviously felt at home. She was smiling. She had an interesting kind of 
face: her brows were a bit too thick, her straight nose a bit too long, her mouth a bit too wide, but when she 
smiled, she looked almost beautiful 

Dani had the impression he had seen that face a few times before. 

She shrugged when he asked her about it 


'l had a few roles," she said "TV, cinema Nothing too big Shit, | even did a little modeling" She laughed "Your best 
bet at seeing me is ‘Alice Cooper Trashes The World, anyways." 


‘And what do you do now?" 


for a living?" 
" Ye s " 


She stretched 

"I give vocal lessons." 

Vocal lessons? That could pay for two nights at Franklin Plaza? And limos? 

"Stop thinking, Dani-boy. Im just lucky with money. It keeps falling right onto my head." 
Dari looked out of the window, city lights flying past his eyes. 

‘How did you get to know Tommy?" he asked finally, just to break the silence. 

Devon sighed 

"Was a long-ass time ago, babe." 

| figured." 


She gave a short laugh 


"Youre not a Crue fan. so probably you never heard of that Hollywood Hils Chick Sacrificing Story.” 
Dani flinched 

"So it was true?" 

"Ah, you heard of it Well, Im the chick" 

Dani stared at her: 

"They didh’t sacrifice you" 

"Obviously," she sighed "Though, dude, | really wanted them to. | thought it was such a grand way to go to Hell" 
"Back in England | get such offers twice an hour." 

She raised an eyebrow 

"Boasting? Well, back then it wasn't such a common practice." 

"| guess you impressed them." 

| guess | dd" 

The explanation apparently was over. Especially as the imo stopped They had arrived 

'FrankN Steins," Dani read stepping out of the car. "Damn, thats a great name for a bar!" 


‘Just what | think," Devon grinned again and pushed him towards the doors "Lets go, sweetheart. Im afraid its 
already past midnight." 


"What, is this a horror show joint or something?" Dani asked as they passed the bouncer, a big bold guy with scars 
covering his arms up to the elbow. 


‘Nah, just a strip bar with a concept. It's the company that's special, not the place." 
Dani looked back at the bouncer. 
"You didnt pay the entrance fee." 


‘No. Im a special guest. And you're my special quest. Oh, here they are!" 


She dragged him through the dimly hit hall, past the bar stand, past the stage where a voluptuous naked black- 
haired girl accommodated a boa constrictor on her body in a more or less successful imitation of From-Dusk- Til- 
Dawn Salma Hayek Past the walls on which Hustler-type nudes alternated with band posters and screenshots from 


Frankenstein movies. To a corner table where a company of three were watching the show. 


From what Dani could see through the gloom and tobacco fog (it was so thick, Dani had already mentally kissed his 
eyes goodbye), two of them were identical girl twins, young, pretty-faced and delicate, with long blonde hair. The 
third person, occupying the darkest corner seat, was nothing but a dark shape slumped in a chair to him. He 
thought it was a man, but of course he could be mistaken. 


"Hiya motherfuckers!!!" Devon screamed and rushed to them. 


The blondes jumped up to their feet, and Dani, surprised, realised that he had been wrong They weren't both girls 
One of them was a guy. Dani watched on, speechless, as Devon hugged them in tum and kissed each of them on 
the Ips 


"Havent seen you in ages, Devon," the boy twin said with a smile. The prettiest face Dani had ever seen in a man 
it was even scary a little. 


"Yeah, | decided to break out of family routine for a while," Devon grinned wider. "Missed you, guys. Hey!" she 
nudged the corner seat inhabitant with her toe. "My first time in Hollywood in two years, and this old bitch isnt 


even saying hello to me?!" 

A hand shot up, seized Devon by the shoulder and pulled her down, making her bend over. She listened to almost 
inaudible whisper for a while, smiling Then she suddenly shrieked Then laughed and straightened up, rubbing her 
earlobe. 

‘Hey, | can bite, too, baby!" she warned, giggling 

The shape made a snorting sound 

"You better believe | can," Devon assured it and laughed again 

‘Arent you going fo introduce your guest, Devon?" the girl twin said, giving Dani a long look. "Id be sooo pleased fo 


know him." 


‘Cute, huh?" Devon snickered "This is Dani. Dani, these two unearthly creatures are Vic and Vikki And you deserve 


some pnize if you can guess who of them is who." 
They shook hands. The girls hand was thin and silky, the guy's turned out surprisingly strong. 
‘And this sleepy old fuck in the chair over there is." 


The shape moved. Shifted, entering the circle of light. Blue eyes glinted through messed-up black hair. 


"You got no lp ring today," a low, all too familiar voice said 


Dani gasped, unaware he was backing away from the man who lazily rested his elbow on the table desk, smiling 


with one comer of his mouth 
"What lip ring?" Devon demanded explanations. 
"He had a ring in his lp yesterday. Now he doesn’t." 


Nikki motherfucking Sixx. Why the hell had he just let this fuck scare him for the second time running? Dani shook 


up and tried fo regain his composure. There was nothing scary about middle-aged glam bassists 


‘lm about to make the most conceptual hypothesis of the century," Devon drawled "Here it is: you guys know 


each other." 

"Well, not really," Dani gave a flashing smile, dropping into a vacant seat. "We.. umm.. talked yesterday." 
Devon sat down on a chair opposite Nikki 

"Hmm," she looked at hm. "You were in Frisco yesterday? Tommy dant fell me." 


"Vince was having a gig in the area," Nkki yawned. 'I decided | wanted to pay him a visit. Then | found out Tommy's 
there, too. So why not kill two birds with one stone?" 


Devon giggled 
"Blondie alone wasnt enough for you?" 
"Your mind's in the gutter," Nikki yawned again. “All | wanted was just a little talk In both cases." 


‘Okay, lets say | believed you," Devon giggled again. She was obviously in a great mood. "So, its Dani here, as you 


already know." 

' dant" 

"Sxx, shut up and let me finish the thought before | get drunk and forget it" 

Nikki gave a smile. A normal one. Devon must really be his good friend, Dani thought 
"So, Dani here, he's gotten into a screw. Your Tommy." 


"As much mine as yours." 


"Sixx" 
‘Okay, okay. so Tommy." 


". flew him here from Frisco, left him here without any means of escape or communication, and caused him to 


spend a night with me, which is the biggest sin of all." 
Nkkis eyes sized Dani up. 
"How mean of him. Where do I fit into this picture?" 


"Right here. Pick up your cell and give the fucker a call. You got his number. Tell him to pick Dani up in the 


morning." 
Nikki fore his eyes off Dani Shifted his stare to Devon. Sighed. 
‘Only because | love you so much, baby," he said and reached into his pocket. 


‘Can | buy you a drink, Dani?" Vikki said, leaning on the table. 
‘No, thanks," Dani refused hastily. "I think | should slow down on it for a while." 


‘Buy him a Bloodsucker," Devon prompted"Don't you see his fangs?" 
Laughter. 
‘No, really," Dani insisted. ‘Id better not." 


‘ts non-alcoholic," Vikki said with a hint of a smile. "A kiddie cocktail. Bloodsucker. Please, let me. Itd be my 


pleasure." 

Okay," Dani gave in. "Hope you didnt lie about if, because otherwise, Im dead" 

"Why would I lie?" Vikki raised her eyebrows innocently 

‘Because blondes do lie," Nkki offered from his corner. "Anyway, Tommy's out of reach You remember where 
your next show should be?" 


Dani shook his head 


‘Shame on you. Maybe hes too far by now." 
Devon gave him a dirty look 


Or he just flpped his cell off" Nkki consented. "HI try again later. If you order Bloodsuckers, get me one, foo." 


Dani smiled 
‘Someone told a joke?" Nikki wondered softly. 


"l dont know much about you or your band," Dani said, trying to show off the confidence he didnt possess, "but 
somehow my mental image of Nikki Sixx always included Jack Daniels. Not some kiddie cocktail." 


Nkki smirked 
"l don’t know where that image comes from, kid," he said "Im a family man." 


He slumped back into his chair. It looked as if he cut off the connection with the outer world Metamorphozed 
from a human being back to a dark mysterious shape on the very border of light. 


A glam bassist, Dani reminded himself. Just a glam bassist. 


Vikki called up a waitress, who sported tiny leather shorts and two duct-tape crosses over her nipples as her 
uniform, and ordered five Bloodsuckers. Then turned her attention back to him. 


"Youre a musician - am | right, Dani?" 


Dani nodded It didn’t even feel bitter anymore. In fact, the feeling was as if he had taken a time trp. As if he 
were eighteen again At a dark, smoke-filled local rock club, talking to people, who, he hoped, would buy him beer. 


"What instrument do you play?" 


"Vikki," Devon gave her a reproachful look "I know youre blonde, but still, dont be stupid Look at him. He's a 


vocalist: You can see it a mile away." 

"What about you, Vikki?" Dani asked. She bought him drinks, he just had to be nice. 

‘also sing At times," she gave a bewitching smile. "But not so often Well, Vic here, he is a drummer." 

Vic gave an identical smile. Dani tried to imagine him behind a drum kit. Failed 

"Youre in a band together?" 

The twins laughed. Simultaneously. Like two bells ringing Vikkis laughter like silvery chimes, Vic's - a bronze toll 
"You could say so," Vic said, still smiling 


The same waitress brought Bloodsuckers in fall glasses. Dani cautiously took his drink. The liquid was the color of 
wine, but thicker, more viscid It really looked Ike blood Like clotting blood 


"Whats in there?" 
"Try if," Vic suggested "Maybe you'll guess." 
Dani sighed, brought the glass to his lips and took a sp. 


/t wasn't half bad. He really didnt taste any alcohol in it But the taste was unusual Sweet? Yes.. Sour? Yes. 
Salty? And that, too. 


‘Can you guess?" Vikki tilted her head, looking at him with sparkling eyes 

Dani took another sp. 

"Cherry?" he ventured 

Right," Vic emptied half a glass in one go. "There is some cherry syrup in it." 

"What else?" Dani drank some more. "How do they make it sweet and salty at the same time?" 

Devon, Vic and Vikki exchanged amused glances. 

‘Believe me," Devon said, "you dont wanna know." 

They laughed again. Dani shrugged. If they sold it at a public place, it had to be edible, so what the hell He took a 
look around The brunette with a snake was offstage, doing a private dance for a few guys at a front fable. 
Onstage, there was a fall redhead Her current costume consisted of a whip and a few leather straps, and there 
were fewer and fewer of the straps left by the second 

The music seemed familar. 


‘Arent you singing on this track, Devon?" Vikki pinched her hand 


‘Ah, ‘Bed Of Nails: Yes, | am," Devon snickered "Do you think this SEM babe over there will be impressed if | fell 
her?" 


‘lm not sure she knows whose song she's dancing to at all," Vic gave her an ironic glance. "You're back into chicks?" 


‘lm gonna get me a chick and a guy," Devon mused dreamily. "Gonna have one hell of a night. Then come back to 


my hubby, i 


‘Haven't you already found a guy?" Vikkis eyelashes went up and down She had them too long 


‘Lay off Dani," Devon said seriously. "He's kind of married" 

Vikki looked at her perplexedly. 

"Arent you?" 

Devon waved her off and finished her Bloodsucker. 

"You got a nice accent, Dani," Vic said suddenly. "Are you from Britain?" 

"Yes," Dani sighed "Ive been told people here don't understand half the stuff I say, but | just cant talk American." 
‘Don't even try!" Vikki exclaimed. "Ht sounds too cute!" 


‘Besides youre kind of goth," Vic observed with a little smile. "And goths with an LA drawl are just ridiculous. Where 


are you from, Dani? | have some relatives over there. h Stafford" 
Dani shook his head 

‘tm from Suffolk. Woodbridge, þswich." 

"Ahh," Nkkis hoarse voice all but made Dari jump. He had almost forgotten Siex was there. "Witchfinder Path" 
"You know?" Dani couldn't help showing his surprise 

"Sure. Who doesn't" 

"Witchtinder?" Vikki echoed 

"Witchfinder General,” Nikki explained, not taking his eyes off Danis face. "Mr. Matthew Hopkins 


Dani made an effort and turned away from him. Looked at the twins And was startled fo see rage and disgust 
twist the features of their angelic faces 


"That bastard," Vikki spit 
"Sick fuck," Vic muttered and gulped down the rest of his drink. "Damn, | need something heavier." 


‘So... Dan," Nikki's voice made him turn back. "Youre a fellow townsman of a guy who made some history, huh? 
How does that feel?" 


Dani cringed. 


"Fuck him," he said. "He was a simple hitman He was making money, thats all What a fucking celebrity." 

"Hal" Nikki moved closer to the table, leaning in, making Dani uncomfortable. "The man went all over England 
claiming he had a complete list of all the witches in the country. He killed four hundred people. He was a walking 
synonym for terror for three years. And you call him a hitman?" 

‘He was a money-maker," Dani wasn’t going to back down. "All he had to do was to come to a town, live a 
luxurious life for a few weeks at the expense of the citizens, and then find a poor old bitch nobody liked, 
preferably with a cat, and hang her." 


‘But there was so much more to this man," Nkki drawled softly. "So much more. If he had simply wanted people 
fo confess, he could force them into an ordeal. But he never did that" 


Why had he thought these eyes blue? They were black. Blacker than the night outside. 
"You know what he did?" 
"No," Dani couldnt look away now. Not to save his life. There it was again Hs fear chained them together. 


‘He tortured them. Oh no, not in the good old inquisitor tradition - that was outlawed in England at the time. So he 


found his own ways." 


The twins, Devon, the bar surrounding them - all of that blurred out. The music became distant. Unreal. But Nikki 


was real He was overly real Too much real 

"To start with, he didn't let them sleep. How long can you stay up, Dani? Two days? Three? My personal record is 
a week when | was on drugs.. but ten days? More? They say, a human being des when deprived of sleep for ten 
days.. but what if not? What do they feel? What would you feel?" 


Dani licked his dry lps in despair. The man was hypnotic. 


‘He starved them. Stripped them naked Made them pace their cell until their feet were blistered and bleeding. Until 
they broke down and confessed. And then he would tum to the procedure he called Pricking:" 


Two strong hands caught Danis left palm. Then he felt callused fingers circling his wrist: Felt his claw ring being slid 
off his forefinger. And he stil couldn't look away. 


"You know what it is?" 
"No," Dani whispered 


‘Searching for ‘Witch's Marks‘ Sure you know what these marks are. They are insensitive spots on a witch's body. If 
you pierce them, the witch doesn’t react, because she doesnt feel the pain Unless, of course, she sees you pricked 


her there, and so she fakes. The way all the women do. So they would blindfold the lady.." 


Nkkis palm covered his eyes, sliding his eyelids shut. Dani kept them closed when the palm disappeared. Everything 
was better than these eyes, these eyes, these eyes. 


". and start poking her with pins." 

Dani gasped as something sharp bit at the back of his palm. 
‘Piercing through skin. Drawing blood." 

Yet another sting It hurt. But Dani didnt move. He couldn't 
‘Everywhere. Every square inch of her body." 

Like sharp pecks going at his skin Hs palm, his wrist, his forearm. Dani gasped again. From pain 
And excitement 

Maybe there had been some alcohol in that Bloodsucker after all 
Or something else. 

‘But you know what the problem was, Dari?" 

Dari slowly opened his eyes 


"The problem was that not even the witchiest witch had those witchmarks. Because, to be frank with you, no-one 


does. So they felt the pain, and shrieked, and bled Just lke you" 


Dani felt wetness over his palm. He felt wet warmth, and something trickling over his skin, but he didn't dare look 


down 


"You know what he did then?" Nkkis fingers toyed with Danis hair, pulling at it lightly. "He would make them sit 
hdan style, cross-legged and cross armed. And then he would secure this position with a rope, tying them up so 
that they couldnt move a muscle, and leave them lke this for the night. Twelve, thirteen hours. Affer that he 
repeated the procedure. With witnesses. By that time, not a single limb of theirs remained sensitive, you know. And 
so they'd be condemned." Nikki got hold of the pentagram necklace and gave it a twist, making a noose around 
Danis throat, ".. and hanged as malicious witches." A sudden pull at the necklace made Dani slump forward over 


the table, panting for air. Bringing him face to face with Nikki Two pairs of eyes an inch away from each other. 


Silence. 


"That's not what a hitman would do, Dari," Nikki whispered 


And let him go. Tossed his claw ring onto the table. Grabbed his Bloodsucker and fell back in his chair, watching the 


strippers. 

Dani drew a deep sigh, shivering Everyone around him was silent. He tumed his eyes down to his hands and bit his 
Ip. Hs left one was bleeding Blood was oozing from small punctures all over it. Nikki had done this with his own 
Jewelry, right? 

For the first time Dani thought he knew what girls felt. Those girls he would call up onstage during Cradle Of Filth's 


shows, and then fool around with cuffs, chains and whips. Because now he was feeling the same. Shock Fear. Shame. 


Pain - not excruciating, not torture, but it was real pain, and it was unnerving. And yet there was that arousal 


That charm. 

That wishing this would never end. 

He had never thought he'd learn this lesson from someone like Nikki 
Devon spoke up just when the silence was beginning to become unbearable. 


"Listen, Sixx," she scowled at him. "I know that guy made great movie material but shit why are you going at Dani 
Ike that? What, do you relate to the Hopkins fucker that much? You're almost defending him!" 


Nikki put a cigarette between his teeth and lit it before answering 


"The guy, as Vic said, was a sick fuck," he inhaled smoke and puffed it out. "But he was huge in his time. And 


there's nothing worse than underestimating your enemy." 

HI remember that, Dani thought, nursing his hand under the table. HI remember that about underestimating 
‘How is that dead shit Danis enemy?" Devon obviously didn't appreciate the way Nikki treated her guest. 
‘ff he were alive, he would be, though," Vic said pensively. "He'd defintely do you in, dude." 

"Well, he is dead," Vikki said nervously. "And enough of that!" 

"Youre gonna ruin your pants," Nkkis voice was as sudden as usual 


"Yeah" 
"You keep your hand on your knees. Blood is bad for the leather." 


Dani jumped up to his feet, almost sick with fury. This was too much! But Nikki was looking at him again, calm, half 
curious, bored expectation in his eyes, and the fury burned down fo desperate helpless anger. He wasn't ready fo 


contront the man now. 

He had to give some explanation for his jump, though. So he blurted out the first thing he could think off: 
think | need to use the restroom." 

"Oh," Devon cleared her throat. "The boysroom is." 

‘Ml show you" 

Dani watched silently, as Nkki stood up from his seat. 

"Come on" 

Dani had no choice but to follow him. 

Nikki took him across the hall into a corridor. Then down that corridor. 

"What kind of a bar has the toilet so far from the hall?" Dani muttered after the second turn 
"This bar." 

"You sure you remember the way right?" 

"That was a joke, | guess" 

"Kinda." 


‘No. | don't remember the way. See, | usually piss on the floor. | just wanna take you to the backyard, where no- 
one will hear you, and then rape you and kill you. Actually, first kill you, then rape you." 


"Oh" 

"Hs a joke. Kinda" 

Dari ddr't find it funny. H sounded too much Ike truth 

"Here," Nkki pushed a white door. "Suit yourself” 

Dari stepped inside the men's room that was surprisingly clean No drt no mud, no stench As if it werent a strp 


bar at all. He looked back at Nikki who closed the door behind them and leaned against the wall beside it. Shit, why 


was he stil here? 


"Thanks, man," Dani gave hm a please-clear-the-area look 

Nikki nodded And stayed where he was 

'Hey.. you wanna watch me take a leak or what?" 

‘tm goma see to it that you make it back to the hall without getting lost Since its oh so far." 


Dani rolled his eyes. Looked at the line of urinals at the wall Back at Nkki Getting more and more nervous. He 
ddn't need fo piss, and even if he did, he wouldn't, not with this fuck watching! What the HELL?! 


"What the hell, Dani? Youre shy? You have it too small?" 


Dani blushed, darted into a stall and slammed the door closed, shutting it in The automatic catch snapped. Nkki 


now invisible, gave a little laugh 
see. Its gonna take a while," he said 
Bastard 


Dani closed the john and sat down on if, biting his thumb. Like a fucking schoolgirl, he scolded himself silently. Like a 
schoolgirl who'd just found out she was pregnant. 


He heard the men's room door screech open and pricked his ears. Maybe Nikki was going to give him a break, after 
all He listened hard, but stil didnt hear any sound that a closing door could make. Ah Maybe Sixx just left it open 
Would be just like him. 

Dani waited for another minute and pushed the stall door. 

It didnt open. 

Dani pushed again, then remembered he had to undo the automatic catch He tried to do it And failed 

"Fuck!" 

He tried again. The catch wouldn't give in Dani, cursing, took off his claw rings and tried again. No result 

‘it has to open in one way or another!" he said to himself aloud "Just has to!" 


Well, it appeared he just didn’t know the way. 


What?! After everything that happened to him in these two days, he, on top of it, was locked in a toilet stall?! 


Dani slipped into blind rage, kicking at the door again and again - it didn't give way. It was strong Well-done. Quality 
work 


Hurried steps. 

‘Shit, Dani, cant | leave you alone even for a minute? Step back from the door." 
Dani did as he was told, almost crying from frustration 

CRRRAAKKK- THUMP! 

The door flew open. 

"There you go," Nkki and his fucking half-smile. "Right out of the closet." 

"Fuck off" Dani snarled, pushing past him towards the exit 


Nikki grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him into a wall So hard that Danis head bumped on it. Nikki pressed 
his palm on his chest, pinning him to the tiled surface. 


"Thats your thanks, kid?" 

Dani was trying to catch his breath, almost sweating from the heat Nkkis body gave off. He lost any will to fight 
in a second And it was not that Nikki was too big for him - a kick in the crotch could make a bigger guy make 
way. It was the air of danger the man had around him. He smelled of if. And you could feel that if you fought him, 
it wouldn't be just another fight. In. a normal fight, people tried to hurt each other, but they both knew a broken 
bone or two was the worst it could end in. With Nikki, you knew he'd kill you at will If he had the smallest chance, 
if he felt lke doing it - he'd just do it. And it wasnt that you couldnt fight. 

When he looked at you, you didnt want to fight 

"Thank you," Dani whispered obediently. 

Nkkis fingers lifted his chin 

"Look at me, kid" 


Dani looked up at hm reluctantly. 


Blue? Black? No way. Hs eyes were dark chocolate brown. Rich, warm color. As magnetic as Dani remembered 


them, but nowhere as scary. You wanted to look in these eyes 


You wanted to see yourself there. 


"Youre welcome." 

Nkkrs fingertips outlined Danis lps, a millimeter above the soft skin, not touching the lipstick. Then pressed on his 
Jawbone. Dani let his mouth open a bit, obliging to this pressure. Felt these fingers slide between his lips. Brush 
against his tongue. Run over his teeth, examining his "fangs". Dani narrowed his eyes, his gaze still bound to that 
chocolate velvet under Nikki's eyelashes. Feeling dizzy. 

Feeling hot 


He was loving every second of this. He realized it He also realized his leathers began to feel uncomfortable. But he 
couldn't think about it Feeling was all he could do. 


Nkkis fingers left his mouth. Ran over his ear. Tangled in his hair 
"l wanna see your eyes. Without lenses." 


Dani raised his hands to his face. Not even thinking twice. Nikki radiated strange, animal magnetism. Dani wasn't 
immune to it 


Lenses off. They'd been hurting his eyes anyway. Dani only hoped they weren't bloodshot now, these eyes of his 
Nkkis fingertips brushed over his cheek 

‘So they are blue. Thats rice." 

Dani made his breath slow down and said hoarsely: 

"I thought yours were blue." 

Nikki's fingers disappeared from his face. Nkkis eyelashes went down. Nkkis eyelashes went back up. 
Nikki blinked. 

And when Dani saw his eyes the next second, they were the finest steel blue he'd ever seen 
‘Aren't they?" 

"How." Dani whispered and broke off - Nkkis eyelashes were going down again 

Blink. 


Brown. 


Blink. 

Green 

Blink. 

Piercing, poisonous yellow. 

Blink. 

Blue. 

"Who are you?" Dani gasped. 'What are you?" 

Nikki moved out, taking his palm off Danis chest, and the charms broke once again 


"What are you talking about?" Nikki yawned and leaned on the door. "Put your lenses back on and lets get outta 
here. If you're done, that is." 


Dani sighed brokenly, 
‘Im done." 
He moved to the mirror and put the lenses on - which wasn't that easy. Hs hands were shaking. Bigtime. 


‘Easy, dont put your eyes out," he could hear that half-smile in Nikki's voice. "Fuck, we mustve been gone for half 
an hour now. They'll think we're doing the nasty here." 


Dani gave him an ironic look 

‘Aren't we?" 

The steel blue reflected the look and sent it right back at him. 
‘Are we?" 

Danis hands rolled into fists 

He's one of the most annoying persons Ive ever met! 


Nikki had already walked out into the corridor and Dani followed suit hurriedly, 


And one of the most charismatic. 
Already at the doorway, he, led by some impulse, stopped and looked back at the stalls 


The stall door wasn't just open. It hung open, on one hinge. And the catch had been ripped in two by the pull 
Ripped A metal catch, 


F Nkki had wanted to, he could have nailed his hand to the table with that damn claw ring Right through the bone 
And one of the scariest, for surel 

H not number one. 

At the end of the corridor Nikki stopped. Undid a neckerchief he had on 

"Here. Get your hand covered Devon is getting more and more eager to dismember me with each look at it" 


Dani didn’t answer to this He just took the neckerchief and walked fo their table, wrapping it around his hand. He 
wasn't sure, but he thought he heard Nikki snicker behind his back. 


At least he didn't make fun of that strain in the crotch of Danis leathers. The hard-on he had started to have 
was dying now, and it hurt, but Dani was glad it did He was sooo pissed And not even at Nikki At himself. What, 
had he taken some drugs at that party with Tommy last night? Why was he hallucinating up to now? And why was 
he acting like a fucking choirboy?! He was the baddest motherfucker in England, fuck it! And just because he was in 
Los Angeles, he turned into this?! Enough He wasnt going to take any more shit 


"| changed my mind," he announced, sitting down. 'I want whisky. Anybody wiling to sponsor me?" 

"Sure!" Vikki and Devon exclaimed in unison and scowled at each other 

"Dont get into a fight, gals," Dani leaned back and stretched "Hl have two, then 

Devon looked at hm. Then at Nk; who was standing near his seat 

"Something happened, Dani?" 

Dani closed his eyes and quoted: 

‘Ihave raised demons, and the dead | have summoned the ghosts of my ancestors to real and visible appearance 
on the tops of temples built to reach the stars, and built to touch the nethermost cavities of Hades | have 
wrestled with the Black Magician, Azag-Thoth, in vain, and fled to the Earth by calling upon hanna and her brother 


Marduk, Lord of the double-headed Axe.. | have found Fear," he smirked. "Is that enough to justify an urge fo have 
a couple of JD's?" 


"Lovecraft" Nikki said 


"Apparently," Dani opened his eyes and boldly met Nkkis stare. Let him bring up that blood-on-skin bullshit, he 
thought. HI grind him to dust if he does. Give me that chance, Nkki 


‘Crappy version," Nkki noted matter-of-factly. "Sesame Street shit." 
"Version?" Dani took his whisky from the duct-fape-clad waitress. "What version?" 
‘Lovecrafts version," Nikki shrugged. "Doesn't work. He skipped all the good stuff." 


"I had an impression when I read it that he had just written down a few bits that he had heard from the people 
who were in the know," Vic nodded 


Dani stared at him. He couldn't picture him reading Necronomicon any more than he could picture him drumming 
No," Mikki frowned. '! think he had studied the orignal book. And then he castrated it. Omitted exactly those bits 
that made it work. Like censored Hitler diaries. | compared the texts, and its a line here, an ingredient there.. 
Surgical work. He did it on purpose." 


"Wait-wait-wait," Dani cut in. "What did he castrate?" 


The four looked at him, and Dani felt as if he were a nerdy Kid in high school who had failed the math test 


everyone had expected him To excel in 

"Necronomicon," Nikki said "The real one." 

"The real one?" 

Skin and blood. 

"Yeah, the old book. Dani. you never read it?!" 

"There are just seven copies," Vic said compromisingly. 'Its not the most findable book in the world, Nkki" 
Nikki didn't look at him. He was looking at Dani: Smiling With both corners of his mouth 

' bet he wants to read if," he said "Dont you, Dani?" 


Dani paused in sudden unease. Then urged himself to respond Come on, there is no such book anyway. 


‘OF course | do. But | wont go to Tibet to see it, if that's where the closest of these seven copies is. Im already a 
Lit too far from home." 


‘ts right here," Nikki said, still smiling. "h Los Angeles. Youre such a lucky fuck, dude. You just happened fo be in 
the right place at the right time.. and in perfect company." 


Dani couldn't believe his ears. This practical joke was going a bit too far. Dani decided to push it a little farther. 
Maybe it would fall right off the edge. 


"So where is it? How can I have a look? You have it, Nkki? | thnk I heard someone say you did. 
‘Oh, no. I never owned one. Too much responsbilty. What if | shot up and barfed all over if?" 

They laughed Dani smiled From now on it had to tone down 

He was wrong 

‘1 can take you there. To the place where they keep it" 

"When?" 

"Why not tonight?" Nikkis smile grew wider Teeth flashing Normal teeth, not extended, not whetted. and yet they 
looked mpossbly sharp. 'I have some business to attend to, so Im leaving now.. But if you meet me at, say, three 


this night, Hl show you a few things youre going to remember." 


Dani had no chance to back out of it now. And well - affer his whisky kicked in - maybe he wanted fo see the 
damn book! F there ever existed one.. yes, that would be a trp! 


Nikki read his face. 
"Clark street," he said "Three AM ‘Til then, Dani" 


He melted into the crowd, a shadow among shadows. Dani fingered the ends of the neckerchief tied around his hand 
absent-mindedly. Tommy had lied to him, he thought. Motley Crue couldnt have been solely about women, 
hairspray and fire. Not with a band leader lke Nikki 

Devon put a hand on his shoulder. 

"He's not always like this," she said apologetically. "This shit on your hand. hurts bad?" 


"No. Nothing big. Listen, this book.. why in LA?" 


"There are seven," Vic reminded "One in America, and they thought LA was funny, City of Angels, you know.. One 
is in Mexico. The third one is somewhere in Asia, most likely in China. The fourth is in England There's yet another 


one in Africa, either in Cairo or somewhere in Lebanon. And one is rumored fo be in Russia and in active use. 


Sounds like truth, with all the shit going on there.." 
"And the last one?" Dani held up six fingers. "You said there were seven" 


"But Dani, its obvious," there was mild reproach in Vikkis voice. "The last one is the original Its home. h Hell." 


